Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




600057832V 





600057832V 



L- 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 



BY 



MRS. GORDON SMITHIES, 



AUTHOB OF 



" COUSIN GEOFFREY," " TRUE TO THE LAST," 



m THREE VOLUMES. 

VOL. ni. 



LONDON: 

HURST AND BLAOKETT, PUBLISHERS, 

SUCCESSORS TO HENRY COLBURN, 

18, GBEAT MABLBOBOUGH 8TBEET. 

1865. 



^cta. oc. -^ ^ 




lOJ^DON : 

PKINTEf) RT BCACDONALD AND TUOWELL, BLENHEIM HOrSBi 

RLENHEnff STREET, OXFORD STREET. 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 



CHAPTER I. 

Thou shalt be punished for thus fighting me, 

For I am sick, and capable of fears, 

Oppressed with wrongs, and therefore full of fears, 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears, 

A woman, naturally bom to fears. 

King John. 

For some days before the trial of her son, 
the Countess of Armine hs^d been afflicted by ^ 
sort of internal semi-consciousness of what was 
going on around her. The return of intelli- 
gence and the knowledge of her dreadful 
position were coupled with a species of almost 
cataleptic immobility of form and features. 

VOL. III. B 



2 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

She lay quite still in her state bed, with its 
rich crimson velvet hangings, its plumes and 
its coronet (almost regal in its grandeur and 
pretension). Her sunken eyes, with their 
long black lashes and . dark violet circles 
around them, were closed; the skin of her 
pallid brow looked tense ; the temples were 
sunken; the nose was pinched; the mouth 
was drawn and agape; the tall form was 
stretched out to its full length. 

The doctor pronounced the Countess of 
Armine to be in a semi-comatose sleep. 
Beagle and Hannah felt certain her end was 
approaching. 

Even Juliet, who never failed to look into 
the wretched Countess's room twice in the 
course of the four-and-twenty hours, thought 
that a kind Providence had ordained that 
Lady Armine should be released from the 
tender mercies of her doctors, her nurses, and 
their stupefying drugs. 
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All this time (so mysterious are the work- 
ings of the human mind^ and its organ the 
hrain^ and so little can science interpret the 
ever-varying symptoms of mental disorder) 
Lady Armine was, in reality, more awake to 
what was passing around her than she had 
been since first the great London "mad 
doctor " (as Beagle called him) had prescribed 
morphia in constantly repeated doses for his 
noble patient. 

With the return of some degree of intelli- 
gence came a truly Hindoo instinct of cun- 
ning. She resolved to keep up the impres- 
sion which she saw that all who approached 
her had received, that she was in a state of 
unconsciousness and insensibility. She very 
soon discovered that, acting under this mis- 
taken notion, Mrs. Beagle and Hannah talked 
loudly and unreservedly of matters about 
which they had hitherto only spoken in whis- 
pers and innuendoes. 

b2 
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The doctor had ordered the nurses to con- 
tinue to administer the sedative drops and 
spoonful of jelly or beef tea every hour. The 
Countess made no resistance, and swallowed 
readily what was put into her mouth. But 
as some faint rays of reason returned to her 
bewildered, long-stupefied mind, she detected 
the taste of morphia in the drops. As soon, 
then, as the nurse's back was turned, she spat 
out the brain-killing dose, but swallowed the 
life-restoring nutriment. She felt she should 
require no little strength and energy for a 
plan which had flashed like lightning across 
the dark, tempestuous midnight of hm* mind. 
This plan was nothing less than to be present 
herself at the approaching trial of her beloved 
son. 

She had gathered from the incautious re* 
marks of Mrs. Beagle and Hannah that he — 
her favourite, her only child, her Osmond, 
her darling — was to be tried for the murder 
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A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 5 

of the infant Earl, his nephew, on a certain 
day which they named, at the forthcoming 
Spring Assizes. Had they not been stupefied 
by toddy of their own brewing, and absorbed 
by their own wicked plans of peculation and 
self-advancement, they would have been alive 
to the extraordinary change in the Countess's 
face as the dreadful truth stole back into her 
mind. A crimson flusih was diffused over the 
corpse-like, leaden colour of her skin. Her 
eyelids quivered. Every nerve, every muscle 
worked convulsively. A cold perspiration 
came out in large drops on her brow« But 
with the return of consciousness came cun- 
ning to plot and will to execute. The Coun- 
tess of Armine had in her veins some drops 
of that mysterious black blood which warms 
the hearts of those Indian victims of self- 
martyrdom who can stand for years in an 
agonizing position. Those self-crucifiers, self- 
torturers, at whose fanatic heroism the world 
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grows pale, and who can bear, and do bear, 
the extreme of protracted agony without a 
cry, a groan, or even a sigh ! 

With the subtle craft of her Hindoo ances- 
tors, she had inherited their endurance, and 
she awoke to all the past, the present, and 
the future, in one dreadful minute, and yet 
no cry escaped her lips ; and the sottish ego- 
tists who were paid high to watch her, never 
guessed, never even suspected, the wondrous 
change in the inner life of the corpse-like 
Countess, stretched in death-like stillness be- 
fore them. 

This extraordinary woman carried on this 
deception for several days, during which time 
she heard all the particulars of the arrange- 
ments connected with her son's trial, as they 
were discussed by Mrs. Beagle and Hannah. 
The former was subpoenaed as a witness, and 
as she wished to make as long a holiday as 
possible out of this opportunity, she planned 
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setting off for Exeter the day before the trial, 
and leaving Hannah to watch the Countess 
during her absence. 

*' And now, you mind, Hannah," said the 
hard-hearted woman, "it's my opinion we 
shall see a change there before long." 

She winked as she spoke, and pointed with 
an inverted thumb to the state bed. 

" And I shouldn't wonder if it was to hap- 
pen very sudden at last, so you keep your 
eyes and your ears open. And I must put 
you on very short commons as to rum while 
Tm away ; for if she was to kick the bucket, 
and you snoozing the while, you'd never hear 
the last of it, nor I either, and they'd cut us 
down a good un in parquisites. As it is, 
we're in luck. You see, my lady's own maid 
taking huff at me being set to watch her, I 
natural comes in for the pick of her ladyship's 
wardrobe, and you, nursing under me, you'll 
be set up in under-clothing for life, besides a 



^^^ and 



8 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

ralk gown or two, and a shawl worth a pretty 
penny. Bat you must promise me youll not 
try to get a drop more spirit than I leave in 
the bottle. If yon do, yon'Il spoil all for both 
of us." 

Hannah promised, and with so much 
at stake she was resolved to keep that 
promise ! 

Mrs. Beagle, in a very rich black silk, 
cunningly altered to her shape, and retrimmed 
so as to escape detection, and in a grey silk 
shawl, which she had found among the Coun- 
tess's old hoards of rich apparel, a becoming 
bonnet of her own, and with a very light hemt, 
set out in the Countess's carriage for Exeter, 
in order to be present at the trial for murder 
of her lady's idolized son. 

" I say, Hannar," she said, stepping back 
to take a last look at herself in her lady's 
cheval glass, "give us a fan, a smelling bottle, 
and a pocket-handkerchief out of her draw. 
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Not one with a coronet on, that won't do ; 
there are some new ones with broad black 
borders — and drop some hottor of rosei^ on 
the handkerchief. Stop, you may as well give 
me two, for in course I must shed a sight of 
crocodile's tears, and she'll never want hand- 
kerchiefs no more. There she lies, for all the 
world like a corpse. Ah, she'll be down among 
the dead men before long. I dare say I shall 
find her stiff when I return, and not stiffer 
than she wor in life, for she was a proud, 
windictive creetur, and no mistake. But you 
be at your post, so that when it happens no 
one can blame you. Here, give me her muff 
and boa ; — no, stoopid, not the hermine ; that 
'ud be knowed ; — ^the sable, it don't look so 
particular. It's a very sharp frost, and she 
won't want 'em on the journey she's about to 
take. Good-bye, Hannar. Mind what I've 
said about the grog. You shall have a double 
allowance when it's all over, so keep your 
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sperits up without poiiring sperits down, 
there's a dear ! Now I am hoff !" 

" Well, you do look the lady, every hinch 
of you,*' said Hannah, " with that feather in 
your 'at and your watch to your side. No raal 
lady ever beat you !" 

" You're right enough there, my gal," said 
Mrs. Beagle, *^ and you've a power of sense, 
you have, and you know a thing or two. Aud 
I'll tell you something more : I've good hopes 
of being a raal lady. The 'tomey on our side 
— ^leastways his head clerk as was down here 
to subpoena me, he was very sweet upon me, 

ft 

and he'll be a 'tomey himself soon ; and 'tof- 
neys, my gal, are gentlemen by purfession, so 
a 'tomey's wife must be a lady, and I think 
that's on the cards if I only play 'em so. 
Hearts is trumps, I can tell you !" 

" Well, I never ! I may just see you set off 
in your carriage. She won't stir." 

" Well, be quick about it, then, and carry 
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these here ! There's all the rum you can have 
while Tm away, and there's her drops. If she 
stirs, give 'em to her, and mind she swallows 
'em !" 

The two wretches left the room together. 
The Countess raised herself on her lean arm. 
She cast her large black Hindoo eyes around, 
and, starting from her bed, she tottered to the 
toilet-table, on which stood the nurse's small 
measure of rum and her own morphine drops. 
She emptied half the " drops " into the rum, 
and supplied the deficiency with water, and 
then she stole back to her bed ; and when 
Hannah returned, she was again stretched in 
her state bed, looking as still and as corpse- 
like as ever. 

# # # # # # 

The short winter day passed away. Twice 

had Hannah administered the diluted drops. 

She had fed the Countess at intervals with 

jelly and beef tea ; and then, as night came 
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on, she had settled herself ia the arm-chair by 
the fire. She had grumblingly mixed what 
she considered a very niggardly measure of 
rum with sugar and boiling water ; and before 
two hours had elapsed, she was in the soundest 
of opiatic sleeps. The Countesis once more 
raised herself in bed ; again the large black 
Hindoo eyes stared wildly from out the white 

face. 

" Now or never !" said the unhappy mother 
to herself. " To-morrow they try my darling 
for the murder he never did. They think my 
voice is hushed — they are mistaken. I will 
be there — and I will be heard ; I will raise 
my voice in favour of my angel son !" 

Noiselessly the Countess stepped out of 
bed ; a wild excitement supplied the place of 
bodily strength. She dressed herself in her 
long black silk quilted wrapper, her widow's 
cap, and her black-satin hood. On a table 
she found jelly and beef-tea, ready for her use 
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during the night. She partook of both. She 
took a key from her bosom. She always wore 
it on a ribbon round her neck. She went to 
her escritoire, opened it, and took out money. 
She then sought and found a large black 
cloak. 

"Now," she said to herself — "now I've 
only to open my window, step out on to the 
terrace, descend the steps, pass through my 
own flower-garden, unlock the little postern 
gate (there hangs the key), get out into the 
lane, and thence reach the high road. Some 
waggon will in all probability pass. If not, I 
can get to the Armine Station ; there I shall 
find a fly, at least, as soon as it is light, and in 
the meantime I can hide under hedges or hay- 
stacks, or in a cowshed — anywhere, no matter. 
Heaven will protect and shelter the mother 
who braves cold, dangers, and darkness for 
her only son. Hark ! the tower clock strikes 
one. Hannah sleeps, thanks to my drops — 
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a sleep nothing will disturb. How brightly 
the moon shines !" she added^ as she withdrew 
the curtains, and gently raised the sash. " I 
will say one short prayer, and then I will be 
gone." 

The Countess knelt down at the foot of her 
bed, and prayed for some minutes fervently, 
for she prayed for her son. Presently the 
word "Irene" stole on her ear — "Irene;" 
and in a voice once very dear, but unheard 
for thirty years. 

" Irene the betrayer! Valentine the betrayed 
is here — ^here in your last extremity of grief 
and terror, anguish and shame, to heap red- 
hot coals upon your guilty head, vain, false, 
ambitious woman ! Ay, that sublime revenge 
an angel might glory in — to pay thee back 
good for evil, and, in return for a blighted 
life and a broken heart, to save thy son." 

The Countess started to her feet. Was it 
a vision ? Was it a dream ? Was it a delu- 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN, 15 

sion of her long-bewildered mind? She 
gazed around in affright, and beheld, bathed 
in the moonlight, wild, shaggy, haggard, but 
with the light of other days beaming in his 
eyes, and the unforgotten smile (the smile that 
had won the first love of her virgin heart) on 
his lips, the man she had idoUzed, wooed, won, 
deceived, betrayed, and sacrificed! Yes, 
there stood, humanized by the sublime for- 
giveness of his heart, the only man she had 
ever really loved. The once beautiful Valen- 
tine Armine of her youth; the escaped 
Trappist; the Monomaniac of the Marshes; 
the Ghoul! 
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CHAPTER II. 

Oh, the days are gone when beauty bright 

My heart's chain wove, 
When my dream of life from mom till night 

Was love, still lore. 

Moore. 

The Countess of Armine, having motioned to 
the Ghoul to precede her down the stone steps 
of the terrace, followed him like a swift dark 
shadow. She gently closed the window, with- 
out in the slightest degree disturbing the sleep- 
ing Hannah. The Ghoul awaited her at the 
well-remembered gate of the flower-garden. 
She handed him the key. He unlocked the 
gate in silence, for her long thin white finger 
was pressed, by way of warning, to her pale 
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lips. The Countess passed out at the gate, 
followed by the Ghoul • 

The moon was still shining brightly on what 
in summer was the greenest of green lanes, 
famous for high banks rich in every variety of 
wild-flower, and for hedges of pink and white 
May, blackthorn, and dogroses, laced together 
by the delicate tendrils of the woodbine and 
the trailing branches of the wild honey- 
suckle. 

In their early days of love and romance, 
this lane had been a favourite resort with 
them. It was subject to so little traffic that, 
even in early spring, it was carpeted with 
velvet sod, overarched by blossoming trees 
and shrubs, and enamelled by colonies of pale 
primroses and coy violets. 

Thirty years before, when Lady Irene used 
to visit the old Countess of Armine at the 
Castle, and her presence made the place a 
paradise to young Valentine during his Oxford 

VOL. III. ' c 
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vacations, what sweet morning, noonday, 
evening, and moonlit hours they had passed 
in the Lover's Lane. 

There were* still traces of a seat scooped out 
of the bank, and which Valentine had called 
" Irene's Bower," and a grassy mound beneath 
it where he had been wont to kneel before her, 
in the sweet humility of love, or to lie gazing 
up into her face, and this mound she had 
named " Valentine's Footstool." Irene's 
Bower was close to a huge oak and a witch 
elm that grew on the bank. 

It is winter now with the year, and with 
those once ardent lovers — winter without, 
winter within. That wild-looking, hairy, 
shaggy Ghoul, the monomaniac of the 
marshes, in his Crusoe-like suit of hair and 
rabbit-skins fashioned by himself — is he all 
that remains of the choice buck of the Re- 
gency, the rival of Beau Brummel, the 
Apollo of his day ? And that tall, pallid. 
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meagre, corpse-like woman, with the grey hair, 
the hollow cheeks, the black hood, the widow's 
cap, and the long trailing garments of quilted 
black silk, is she the dark Venus of the east, 
whose soft olive skin, with its rich bloom, 
black Hindoo eyes, with their bluish whites, 
long ebon tresses, so rippled, so long, and so 
silky, sweet red lips, and pearly teeth, and 
lithe Indian form of grace, had made her the 
reigning toast of those Bacchanalian days, 
and the dark queen of Valentine Armine's 
young heart ? 

The ground is frost-bitten now, the trees 
are leafless, the shrubs are bare. It is a black 
frost — black as the destiny of those two 
strange beings. A keen wind howls and 
whistles through the Lover's Lane, and the 
cold wintry moon lights up the altered scene 
and the faded faces of the lady and the 
Ghoul. 

They have reached Irene's Bower, and just 

c2 
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beneath is Valentine's Footstool. The coun- 
tess out of breath witli haste and fear, un- 
conscious of her whereabouts, paused for a 
moment to rest, and, forgetful of its past 
history, sank down on the scooped-out seat in 

the bank. 

<< Valentine Armine," she said, in a hollow 

dejected voice— oh! how unlike the proud 

and laughing music of those tones in the 

olden times ! — " Valentine Armine, you have, 

indeed, a noble revenge. It matters not 

much to either of us now, you being what 

you are, and I a creature a thousand times 

more wretched and more lost. It matters 

not, I say, why and how our destines were 

severed, and our plighted troth broken ! But 

yet I wish you to know that I was not the 

treacherous, the heartless deceiver you thought 

me. It was only when they convinced me 

that you loved another, that I agreed to give 

you up and to marry Oscar Armine ; when 
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it was too late, I found out that they had 
wronged you and deceived me — ^but that was 
after you had seen me as his wife, and from 
that time to this we never met, nor could I 
ever learn what had become of you." 

"Irene," said the Ghoul, pompously waving 
his hand, "let bygones be bygones. YoUj 
who knew me so well, should have^ refused to 
believe one word against my honour and my 
truth ! Whether you broke my heart, and 
blighted my life through wilful treachery, or 
a credulity amounting to weakness, matters 
not now ; your punishment has been a bitter 
one ; you married an ugly man who loved you 
little, and you sacrificed the Apollo of the age, 
who loved you with all the devotion of his 
young, passionate heart. You became the 
Countess of Armine, and I the Ghoul ! Yet 
the man you betrayed is the only being with 
the will and the power to help you in your 
disgrace and despair. The knife with which 
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the deed was donCi and the blood-stained 
clothes of the murderer, are wanting, as I read 
in the newspapers, to convict the guilty and 
exculpate the innocent. Here is the knife, 
the antique knife, that saved the life of the 
Seventh Henry. Here are the assassin's 
blood-stained clothes — and I, Valentine Ar- 
mine, late of the monastery of La Trappe, and 
now the Monomaniac of the Marshes, nick- 
named the Ghoul — I who have shrunk for 
thirty years from the face of the sun and of 
mankind — I will produce these mute, import- 
ant witnesses at your son's trial, I will stand 
forth to tell the jury all I know of this hideous 
crime. I will bid them examine, and 
cross-examine, Valentine Armine, the Ghoul, 
and this I jvill do, Irene !" he added, sud- 
denly kneeling on the mound called Valentine's 
Footstool, as in the old time — ^^ this I will do, 
because Osmond Armine, the accused, is your 
son — because the blood that once warmed the 
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cheeks on which my eyes feasted, and reddened 
the serpentine lips whose honey dew mine 
have often sipped till my brain grew dizzy, 
and my heart drunk with ecstasy — that same 
blood flows in the veins of the noble youth 
whose life is about to be lied away ; and 
besides this, the brave girl, who does not fear 
the Ghoul, has a heart, a true heart, which 
will beat for this boy while he lives, and 
break when he dies. Ah, she is a brave girl, 
and Fve made her my heiress— heiress of the 
Ghoul's freehold on the Marshes, and the 
Haunted Rocks ; and the tomb I wrought for 
myself with years of labour, the bonnie tomb 
I loved so well, I've yielded it to her, to the 
brave girl who doesn't fear the Ghoul." 

The Countess, seated in Irene's Bower, cast 
a scared and terrified glance at the Ghoul, 
kneeling, as of yore, on Valentine's Footstool 
at her feet. His eyes glared fiercely in the 
moonlight, and he flung his arms wildly about. 
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She thought it best to listen quietly to what- 
ever he chose to say, and to make no com- 
ments; above all, not to argue with him. 
Scarcely sane herself, she yet had sense enough 
to perceive that if the Ghoul was mad, there 
was a method in his madness that might make 
him a very important witness at the trial. 
She guessed that the brave girl to whom he 
alluded as loving her son so devotedly and 
not fearing the Ghoul was Juliet fiivers, and, 
though her old dislike to her late husband's 
lovely ward remained almost imabated, she 
could but feel an involuntary respect for the 
courage and the love that could have embold- 
ened a young girl naturally timid to seek out 
the Ghoul in his freehold on the Marshes and 
in the Haunted Rocks, in the hope of obtain- 
ing some clue to the real murderer. 

"It is time we should proceed on our way," 
said the Ghoul. " The moon will set in less 
than half an hour, and we must get out of the 
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Lover's Lane and into the high road before it 
grows dark." 

The Countess rose. 

"How do you propose that we should 
travel to Exeter ?" she said. 

"Irene," he said, "trust to me. When 
first I brought my blighted life and my broken 
heart to the freehold I had purchased on the 
marshes, I made acquaintance with a dealer 
in rabbits and hares, and other game. It was 
in my midnight prowls I met this old man. 
I hated the face of day, and so did he. I had 
money then, and as I wanted some few neces- 
saries of life, he agreed to supply me if I left the 
price agreed on at a certain spofr. When my 
money failed, I paid him in the game I snared 
and the fish I caught. That old man has a 
covered cart and a little game shop close to 
the jail in Exeter. He shall drive us into the 
house while it is still dark, and hide us in his 
house till our presence is required." 
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" Oh ! Valentine !" said the Countess, burst- 
ing into tears, "how wonderfully you have 
managed this difficult enterprise !" 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! Has Irene forgotten what 
a squire of dames was Valentine Armine? 
What knight-errant ^ ever felt as he did for 
beauty in distress? What other heart so 
prompt to sympathise ? What other arm so 
potent to save ? ' Sans peur et sans rqrrochey 
is still the motto of the Ghoul." 

The Countess followed her mysterious guide 
through the Lover's Lane, across a wild heath 
and a lone common into the high road. Ere 
long a dark-looking covered cart came slowly 
along, drawn by a rusty old black horse, and 
followed by a rusty black dog of the poodle 
breed. 

The Ghoul hailed the driver by the name 
of " Old Bat." Old Bat— a little fellow not 
very unlike his namesake — ^pulled up at the 
Ghoul's voice. They conferred together for a 
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few momentSy and then the Ghoul handed 
Irene into the cart, took his seat by her 
side, and, under cover of the darkness, now 
become Cimmerian, the vehicle stopped at Old 
Bat's abode. 



As the time for appearing at the trial came 
on, the Countess of Armine was seized with 
neuralgic pains, convulsions, and faintness, 
the result not only of the intense anxiety of 
her mind, but of her long illness and the 
excitement and fatigue of the preceding 
night. 

The Ghoul and Old Bat laid her on the 
poor straw bed of the latter, and Old Bat, 
who cured all his own ailments by a strong 
potation, of which whisky formed the chief 
ingredient, and which he always took '' piping 
hot," as he called it, administered a similar 
remedy to Lady Armine, and the result was, 
that she fell into a deep sleep. 
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The Ghoul sat down by her bedside to 
watch her, but he found it quite impossible, 
with his habits of thirty years, to remain 
quietly in a close room, although it was 
darkened, for the sake of the Countess, as well 
as himself. He roamed about the tumble- 
down house, in which no one lived but Old 
Bat and in some cellars which communicated 
with the muddy banks of a canal he hid 
himself from the, to him, intolerable light of 

day. 

At the Ghoul's request. Old Bat went into 

court to watch the trial, and to let the Coun- 
tess know when the witnesses for the defence 
were under examination. The Ghoul was 
very anxious that the unhappy lady should 
have as long a rest as possible, to enable her 
to go through the terrible ordeal that awaited 
her, and he had desired Old Bat not to disturb 
her till the last moment. 

It was thus it came to pass that the Ghoul 
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and the Countess only appeared in court 
after Juliet had been examined and cross- 
examined. 

Nothing could exceed the astonishment of 
all present when the Lady Armine^ who looked 
like a being just risen from the grave, and 
the Ghoul, who appeared like Robinson Cra- 
soe gone stark staring mad, forced their way 
through the crowd and demanded to be sworn 
as witnesses for the defence. There seemed a 
great disposition in the officials to exclude the 
Lady and the Ghoul. But with an air and a 
gesture worthy of a Siddons, an O'Neill, or a 
Helen Faucit, Lady Armine, turning to the 
judge, exclaimed — 

" My lord, I am the mother of the. accused, 
the falsely accused ! My evidence is impor- 
tant to his defence. This gentleman," she 
added, pointing to the Ghoul, who stood 
blinking like an owl in the sunlight, and pant- 
ing and blowing with the heat — " this gentle- 
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man^ long a recluse, is a relative of my son's. 
He has found the antique knife with which 
the deed was done, and the blood-stained 
clothes of the murderer, which are in this 
bundle. He is eccentric, my lord, but he is 
not mad. I am eccentric, but I am as sane 
as your lordship. We both know the nature 
of an oath, and we demand to be sworn." 

And they were sworn. And the Countess 
said the little she had to say calmly and 
firmly ; and the Ghoul, ascending the witness- 
box she had just vacated, gave his evidence 
on the whole very fairly. 

The counsel for th€ defence was only too 
glad of this reinforcement and the opportunity 
it gave him for an address to the jury, with 
whom it is always so important to have the 
last word. 

He helped the Ghoul out all he could ; the 
Crown lawyer, of course, doing his utmost to 
puzzle and to bully him, and the judge occa- 
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sionally called him to order when he launched 
out into vain boasts of his prowess and acii- 
men^ or reminiscences of the triumphs of other 
days. 

The knife was then handed to the jury and 
the judge for inspection ; its richly embossed 
gold handle, crusted with gems, exciting much 
interest, and no little horror, when it was per- 
ceived that there was blood both on the 
handle and on the blade. The Ghoul then 
triumphantly pointed out the bundle to Os- 
mond's counsel, and as the latter took out 
the coat, a faint shriek rent the air, and 
Juliet Rivers fainted in the arms of Mrs. 
Meeke. 

This circumstance did not escape the notice 
of the crafty Crown lawyer. He caused 
several witnesses who were familiar with Os- 
mond Armine's clothes to be recalled. A 
sifting cross-examination elicited the fact that 
the coat was Osmond Armine's. Of the rest 
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of the clothes, some were proved to be his ; 
about others, there was no certainty. 

The discovery that the blood-stained coat 
was Osmond Armine's produced an ominous 
change in the countenances of the judge, the 
jury, and all present. Lady Armine was car-, 
ried out of the court in a fit of epilepsy. The 
Ghoul rushed after her, wildly shrieking. 
The counsd for the defence now altered his 
tactics : he no longer dwelt on Osmond's in- 
nocence ; he depended almost entirely on the 
plea of temporary insanity. He argued that 
no man in his right mind becomes suddenly a 
murderer if all his life he has been most 
merciful. He repeated the old argument 
with regard to Juliet, and tried to prove that 
the footsteps on the stairs had had refer- 
ence only to the lovers' quarrel ; but that, if 
that ill-fated foot had ascended to the nur- 
sery, it was in an impulse of insanity arising 
from love and jealousy. 
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As the counsel spoke, Osmond more than 
once flushed crimson, and tried to speak, but 
his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, and 
he sank back pale and speechless. 

The judge then summed up calmly, dispas- 
sionately, and in a manner which showed that 
nothing, however trivial, for or against the 
unhappy prisoner at the bar, had escaped his 
logical, judicial mind. He wished to be im- 
partial, but his own bias was evident through- 
out. He believed Osmond Armine guilty. 
He alluded to the possibility that jealousy and 
the taunts of a woman he loved might have 
brought on temporary insanity as his counsel 
had suggested, and a recommendation to 
mercy might accompany the verdict of the 
jury, if they found the prisoner guilty. 

The jury then retired to consider their ver- 
dict. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Show me ihe man that is not passion's slaye ! 

And I win wear him in my hearths core ; 

Aye, in my heart of hearts, as I do thee, Horatio ! 

Shakespeare. 

Paul Palet had not been in court daring the 
trial of his old schoolfellow. This friend, the 
man to whom he was devoted as Jonathan 
was to David, the being for whom he would 
gladly have laid down his life, had cast his 
anxious glance around in search of Paul in 
vain. And yet he would gladly have sacri- 
ficed his own life to be of any use or comfort 
to Osmond Armine at that dread hour, but 
the spirit of his profession, and its code of 
honour, bound him as with a spell. He could 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 35 

not risk the life of a patient in extremity by 
absenting himself at a time when his attend- 
ance was of vital importance; and thus it 
came to pass that it was only after the summ- 
ing up of the judge, and while the jury were 
absent deliberating on their verdict^ that he 
hurried, pale as death, and with a wildly beat- 
ing heart, to the awful scene. At the entrance 
of the court-house he met Roger Ruff, who 
had just returned from the condemned cell, in 
which Big Ben was raving like a lunatic. 
Ruff came to inform the governor of the 
prison, who was in court, of his prisoner's 
state, and to take his orders as to the treat- 
ment of the violent and excited Ben. 

"How has it gone. Ruff?" asked Paul 
Paley, hoarse with emotion, and drawing 
Roger Ruff into a vacant anteroom, where 
they could converse unseen and unheard — 
" how has it gone with him ? For God's 
sake, man, don't break down ; speak ! — ^how 

d2 
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has it gone ? for or against Osmond Armine ? 
But I need scarcely ask you ; I see, by your 
face, it's all over with him.'' 

" Not exactly yet," said Roger Ruff, whose 
cheeks were white, and whose eyes were full 
of tears ; " the verdict isn't known yet ; but 
every one can guess they'll find him guilty. 
The old Countess and a wild man of the 
woods, who came rushing into court with her, 
have done for him, I fear. Where they came 
from, or how they got here, no one can tell ; 
but come they did, bringing with them the 
knife that did the deed, and the blood-stained 
clothes of the murderer. The poor crazy old 
Countess, who looks like a corpse, but is as 
full of fire as ever, thought these clothes 
would fix the guilt on some one else ; when, 
lo ! they proved to be Osmond Armine's own ; 
and when she found out her mistake, she 
fell down as if she'd been shot, and was 
carried out of court; and the wild man (a 
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relative of the Armine family she said he was) 
rushed out after her, screeching like a maniac/' 

" A wild man ! *' said Paul Paley. " I have 
heard a vague report that tjiere is a mono- 
maniac of some kind who lives on the Marshes, 
and who, at Armine, is called the Ghoul — a 
sort of hermit, who as taken a vow never to 
mix with his fellow-man ; but I had no idea 
he was related to the Armines ! It is said he 
only goes out at night, and prowls about the 
rocks ; it is possible the knife and the clothes 
may have been hidden there, and that he may 
have found them. But if the clothes are Os- 
mond Armine's, that circumstance only proves 
to me the double cunning of the real mur- 
derer, who, of course, had the craft to dress 
himself in things belonging to Osmond, be- 
fore he did the bloody deed." 

"You've hit it, sir!" said Roger Ruff. 
" I wish the judge and jury, and our dear 
friend's counsel, had your head— but that 
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blood-stained coat has tnmed the scale ! Tm 
as certain theyll find him gmliy as I am that 
he is irmocent; and, from the looks of his jury, 
I don't much think they'll recommend him to 
mercy; though his counsel, in his reply (as 
much taken aback by the coat as the jury 
themselves were), fell back on the plea of 
temporary insanity ! and the judge, who at 
heart is dead against Osmond, gave the jury 
a hint about recommending him to mercy on 
that score." 

"1 hope to heaven they won't take the 
hint," said Paul Paley. " To be confined for 
life, as a criminal lunatic, would be much 
worse than death to Osmond Armine ; but, 
Ifet the worst come to the worst, we shan't 
let it come to that. First, there's our plan 
for his escape with the girl of his heart ; and, 
if that fails, there's that device of yours for 
saving his life, even as, it is said, Fauntleroy's 
. was saved." 
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''Oh! yes; and a much safer and surer way 
still, sir! I'll call on you at your surgery 
this evening, with my whole apparatus, and 
I'll hang myself, or any other man, as I used 
to do in the French piece called ' A la Lan- 
teme / ' at the The&tre des Vaudevilles, so that 
no one could tell but what it was a bond fide 
hanging ; and I've known women faint and go 
into hysterics, and men rush on the stage to 
cut me down, and the house in an uproar 
until I came before the curtain to make my 
bow ! I've got my apparatus ready — I know 
Jack Ketch — I have acted for him before 
— ^we'U agree to have a booze together — ^he's a 
terrible fellow to drink ! — when he's half-seas- 
over, I'll slip something into his glass that 
will make it impossible for him to officiate. 
Of course I shall have to act for him. The 
chaplain will be on the scaffold maybe, but 
he'll be too sick at heart to watch my pro- 
ceedings. Tou, as ^a surgeon of the gaol, will 
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be the only person to examine the body. Oh, 
it's all plain sailing — ^trost me, we can't fail ! 
I'll stake my life he gets safe into your hands. 
Ned will be with him — no one else— -during 
the last night. I shall act for Jack Ketch, 
and pinion him ! You make your mind easy, 
and set your wits to work how to get him and, 
if possible, his sweetheart with him, out of the 
country in safety." 

" It does seem feasible," said Paul Paley, 
^^ and it shall be tried if the worst comes to 
the worst, but I'd much rather he escape 
without our having to resort to this last des- 
perate chance. Still, call on me at my sur- 
gery this evening, and let me see the workings 
of this apparatus, but heaven forbid that we 
should be compelled to resort to it. I scarcely 
feel as if I should survive the seeing him, Os- 
mond Armine, our old schoolfellow, our cham- 
pion, our protector, our idol, pinioned and 
led forth to be hanged^ and swinging before 
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an inf uriate, mistaken mob, even if we did suc- 
ceed in saving his poor spark of life ; for what 
is life if you dare not show your face, or bear 
the name you were born to, or let any one 
know that you breathe ? '' 

" Oh, sir, while there is life there is hope ; 
and murder will out, and perhaps before many 
years have passed, the truth may come 
to light, the real murderer may confess or 
betray himself, or something, and while all the 
world is bewailing Osmond Armine, and he's 
become a saint and martyr with the public, 
he may come back and gain the Queen's free 
pardon for having been found guilty when he 
was innocent ; and then he'll come into his 
title and estates, and make a countess of the 
poor young lady, who, if she was a bit of a 
flirt when all went well with him, has been an 
angel to him in his trouble; but that's the 
way with the women. Hark, sir ! did you 
hear that noise ? " 
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"I did. The jury have re-entered their 
box^ and returned their verdict." 

^'Gro and inquire what it is/' said Paul 
Paley, growing white and sick at heart. 

Koger Ruff went out, and on the threshold 
he met Hal Hart, who had hurried out of 
court in order that no one might see his emo- 
tion. The poor fellow was sobbing like a 
child. 

" Have they found him Guilty ? '' whispered 
Roger Ruff. 

"Yes; curse their addlepates, their pig 
heads, and their hard hearts !" groaned Hart. 
"I rushed out, for I couldn't bear it; but 
they mustn't know how I love him, or they'll 
set another turnkey to watch him. There ! 
I'm stone now — I'm the jailor again — at least 
outwardly — ^but, oh ! my head aches." 

Paul Paley joined them, and entered the 
court, followed by Hart and Ruff. 

Osmond had just heard the verdict, and to 
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the customary question as to whether he had 
anything to say why sentence should not be 
passed upon him, he had exclaimed^ starting 
up and clinging to the bars of the dock, his 
eyes flashings and the colour mantling on his 
cheeks, 

'* Yes, my lord judge, I have everything to 
say I I am innocent of this foul crime as you 
are yourself! I loved the murdered child 
with all my heart, and I would have perilled 
my life to save his. As to my footstep on 
the stair on the night of the murder, or rather 
on the morning, on which the bloody deed 
was done, I own it was heard by the witness 
who has given her evidence to that effect, and 
also to the fact that it did not ascend the 
turret stair from the first floor, but descended 
it at once. I own I did go to Miss Juliet 
Rivers's door to thrust a note under it, for her 
conduct during the evening, had made me be- 
lieve that she preferred another, and wh^n I 
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wrote the words, *Be a countess! be my 
lady ! be bappy, and then^ no matter what 
wretched fate awaits me^ I only meant to free 
her from all engagement to me, and to enable 
her to marry the young nobleman who could 
confer on her the title and precedence she 
affected to covet. Circumstantiai evidence is, 
I own, strong against me, but so it has been 
in many cases where an innocent man has 
been condemned, ay, and executed too ! As 
for the plea set up by my counsel of tem- 
porary insanity, I loathe, I disdain, I re- 
pudiate it ! I am, I ever have been, entirely 
sane, and while I conplain that my case has 
been cruelly prejudged, and that witnesses on 
my side have not obtained a fair hearing, I 
think the jury for one thing, namely, that they 
have not recommended me to mercy on a plea 
that every one who sees and hears me must 
know to be false ! 

** With regard to the clothes produced in 
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court this day, I believe them to be mine, but 
I believe, too, that the murderer of my nephew 
dressed himself in those clothes before com* 
mitting the vile crime he meditated, in order 
that the inevitable evidence of the blood stains 
the butcher could not avoid might criminate me, 
not him. No abuse is ever done away from our 
laws till many martyrs have suffered ; and this 
circumstantial evidence, which has already 
claimed so many victims, now demands another 
in me! God grant that my unjust sentence 
(when, in after times, it is recognised as such) 
may help to effect a change in the law of evi- 
dence; and if through my death (my murder, I 
may call it, for it will be nothing else) judges 
and juries are taught to distrust the circumstan- 
tial evidence that has so often sent the innocent 
to the scaffold, I shall not have suffered in vain. 
I feel a prophetic certainty that the truth will 
come to light at last. My innocence will be 
made patent to the world, and the guilt of the 
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real murderer will be proved ! When that 
time comes (as come it will), I would rather, 
my lord judge — I would rather, gentlemen of 
the jury, be Osmond Armine, the falsely con- 
demned, lying in the felon's grave to which 
you have doomed him, than any one of you 
whose verdict and whose sentence sent him to 
the gallows. I do not consider that I have 
had a fair trial ! No. credence was given to 
the important evidence of the witness who 
accompanied my mother, the Countess of 
Armine. It is true, he is eccentric, but 
he is not mad! He was sworn, and his 
evidence should have had as much weight as 
that of any other witness ; but the fact is, 
every man in the jury box came here pre- 
judiced against me. Who that has read the 
reports in the newspapers (and which of you 
has not) could fail to prejudge me ? That is 
another crying evil — a gross injustice to the 
accused. The press should respect the misery 
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and the peril of a man whose fair fame and 
dear life depend on the unprejudiced, un- 
biassed opinion of a judge and jury, and not 
trade on his danger and anguish, and thus 
prepare his way to the scaffold ! I hope that 
my unjust sentence, involving as it does the 
sacrifice of an innocent man in my person, 
and that mainly through the instrumentality 
of the press, may, when this mystery is un- 
ravelled and the assassin discovered, lead to 
the correction of this great abuse. I perceive, 
my lord judge, and you, gentlemen of the 
jury, that you are growing impatient ; bear 
with me a little longer, and I have done. I 
once more call the God before whom I must 
soon appear, to witness that I am innocent of 
this vile murder. I have fully explained the 
real meaning of the note I wrote to Miss 
Rivers, and the fact of my footstep having 
been heard on the stair at two o'clock on the 
morning of the murder. I cannot explain 
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play, power, and its responsibilities. You 
have heard those who have known me all my 
life testify to my almost feminine tenderness 
and gentleness of disposition, my unhappy 
power of realizing the sufferings of others and 
making them my own. I am not a sportsman, 
because, weak as you may think it, I hate to 
kill or wound a bird or a hare. Oh, is it not 
strange," he cried, wildly clasping his hands, 
" that I, who would not crush a worm, should 
stand here, found guilty of murdering an 
infant ! — my little nephew, my brother's 
child, a darling who loved me better than all 
the world beside, and who has often clung 
round my neck and slept on my bosom ! 
Excuse these tears : I shed them for hiruj . not 
for myself 'y and yet how much happier his 
fate than mine ! He slept the sweet sleep of 
wearied infancy ; the assassin came ; a mo- 
mentary pang, and the child woke to find 
himself in his Saviour's bosom ! All men 
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mourn for him — ^all women weep for him ! I 
am about to be more cruelly murdered than 
he — albeit judicially. I, innocent of the 
crime of murder as that angel child himself — 
I am to be led forth, pinioned, guarded, amid 
the groans, hisses, and the roar of an excited 
and diseased mob. To be strangled on the 
scaffold, before thousands and tens of thousands 
of fierce, angry eyes — eyes that would weep 
for me if the truth were known ! I am to be 
' a spectacle in the rude air swinging,' and 
my name (the name of the last of the Armines) 
is to be handed down to the execration d[ the 
world. But the time is not far distant — Ifeel 
it is not — when my innocence will be made 
patent to the world; and when that time 
comes, you, my lord judge, and you, gentle- 
men of the jury, would be glad to hide your- 
selves from a world in arms ; but you will not 
be able to hide yourselves from the just God, 
who hates an unjust judgment, and the inward 
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monitor, whom you can neither cajole nor 
silence. In that day of wrath and retribution, 
may the Father of all have mercy on you, 
though you have had none on me !" 

Osmond Armine sank back, fainting and 
exhausted, into the arms of Hal Hart, as he 
closed his long and exciting defence. ' 

The jury looked gloomy, sullen, and vindic- 
tive — the judge was stern, and outwardly 
calm ; but he was deadly pale, and his dry, 
grey eyes flashed $re ; still his manner was 
solemn. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The Fast is notliiiig, and at last 
The Fatore can but be the Past. 

Btbox. 



There was an awful silence in the court dur- 
ing the interval between Osmond Armine's 
earnest address and the last grim and ghastly 
scene of this painfully exciting trial — ^the pass- 
ing sentence of death on the prisoner. 

Osmond Armine's speech had partaken at 
once of the nature of an attack and a defence. 
The tone of that speech had not been such as 
to conciliate either the judge or the jury. 
The former was used to earnest, passion- 
ate, nay, abject prayers for mercy, from 
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wretches, justly condemned, and who had 
shown none. 

The greatest ruffians are often the greatest 
cowards too ; and, with such murderers, the 
most cold-blooded indifference to the destruc- 
tion of others' lives is quite compatible with 
the most deadly terror at the prospect of the 
sudden extinction of their own. 

To the last appeals of such despairing 
terror-stricken miscreants as these the judge 
was accustomed. He was a just judge, and he 
was a merciful one too. Wherever there was 
the slightest reason for such pity, or one ex- 
tenuating circumstance to justify it, his lord- 
ship was certain to accompany his sentence 
with a recommendation to mercy. But the 
feelings excited by Osmond Armine's speech 
were rather of a nature to nerve and strengthen 
the judge in the performance of his harrowing 
task, and what he firmly believed to be his 
duty. 
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It was under the influence of these feelings, 
and with a slight hectic flush in the centre of 
the thin cheeks, usually of the pallid hue that 
is, as it were, the bravery of thought, that the 
judge said : 

" Prisoner at the bar, you have been laried 
with exemplary patience by a jury of your 
countrymen. You have been defended by 
counsel unsurpassed in ability and eloquence ; 
and I myself, after the closest attention to 
every circumstance of your case, and after 
comparing the evidence of every witness, both 

for and against you, have found no extenuat- 

• • • 

ing point on which to affix a recommendation 

to mercy, save that which you repudiate with 
such unbecoming resentment, namely, tem- 
porary insanity. In my long experience as a 
judge, I have never yet seen a chain of evidence 
so complete as that which links together your 
crime and its detection. I have no fear — 
nor do I think that the patient, consci- 
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entious, and enlightened jury who have 
found you guilty need have any — of the 
remorse to which you allude. Convinced of 
your guilt, and pitying from the bottom of my 
heart your persistent impenitence, it now be- 
comes my painful duty to pass upon you the 
sentence of the law, whicb is, that you be 
taken back to the place whence you came, 
and thence, at the appointed time, to the 
place of execution, there to be hanged by the 
neck till you are dead, dead, dead ; and may 
the Lord God Almighty have mercy on your 
immortal soul !" 

Osmond Armine heard this terrible sentence 
apparently without flinching. His arms were 
folded on his breast, and his manner was that 
of a person unconscious of what was passing. 
He continued thus impassive until the mo- 
ment when the judge put on the black cap, 
preparatory to passing the last sentence. 

But at that moment a shriek— r-a woman's 
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shriek — a shriek of agony — a shriek that 
seemed to issue from a breaking heart— rent 
the air, and was succeeded by the sound of a 
fall. At this sound Osmond Armine had 
looked towards the spot were Juliet had been 
seated close to Mrs. Meeke, and among the 
witnesses for the defence. 

There was a stir there ; she had fallen 
senseless in her Quaker friend's arms, and 
men were carrying her out of court. Tears 
moistened Osmond Armine's large dark eyes 
as he watched them bearing away the sense- 
less form of his heart's idol. He pitied her 
if he did not pity himself; and his cheeks 
burned, and his hands were tightly clasped, 
as he witnessed the evidence of an agony, a 
despair, which was of course but the com- 
mencement of a life made up of such slow 
poisons, and which he could never again com- 
fort or cheer. 

It was very late when the business of the 
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court ended with Osmond Armine's sentence. 
The spectators hurried out, all with saddened 
hearts, and many weeping bitterly. 

The judge, outwardly calm but inwardly 
agitated, retired to his private apartments 
without exchanging a word or a glance with 
any of his fair and aristocratic friends of the 
bench. The evening sun streamed with a 
red and life-like light through the delicate 
many-coloured petals of the lovely bouquet 
(always apart of these dread ceremonies), and 
which a countess's hands had offered. The 
judge was a gallant man where the fair were 
concerned, but it was remarked as an evidence 
that he was not the adamant he seemed, that 
he forgot the graceful tribute of his beautiful 
and noble young hostess. 

At that moment his thoughts were with the 
young being he had just sentenced to an early 
and violent death. No wonder he forgot the 
flowers and the fair ! The jurymen returned 
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silent, solemn, and careworn to their cosy 
homes, their fond wives, and their good din- 
ners. The barristers, in wig and gown — ^both 
the counsel for the Crown and those for the 
defence — shook hands, chatted, joked, and 
gossiped together, and they too were bound 
for the dinner-table at the best hotel, where 
they had their "mess." The solicitors ad- 
journed to other hotels next in repute, and 
their clerks to third-rate inns, or to coffee-shops 
and eating-houses. 

Osmond Armine was conveyed back to 
prison by two turnkeys and a policeman. But 
those turnkeys were Hal Hart and Eoger 
Suff. He was visited shortly after in his cell 
by the prison surgeon ; but that surgeon was 
Paul Paley. 

Hal Hart was the turnkey appointed to 
watch Osmond Armine, and to see that he 
made no attempt at suicide or escape during 
the few days that intervened between his sen- 
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tence and its execution. ^ His conduct, how- 
ever, was so perfectly calm, composed, and 
resigned^ that no fears were entertained on 
that head, and no extra restraints were im- 
posed upon him. 

Big Ben, on the contrary, was so violent 
and unmanageable in his rage and despair, 
that two turnkeys were appointed to be with 
him night and day. His hands were confined 
in order to prevent his tearing at his throat, 
and he was occasionally subjected to a strait- 
waistcoat and to be strapped down to his bed, 
as he frequently tried to dash his head against 
the wall, and to throw himself violently on 
the floor. 

Tomkins and his assistant, who despised 
and hated the cowardly ruffian, had no word 
of pity for him. Tomkins, who, by Big Ben's 
pusillanimity, had been cheated of a bride and 
a fortune, felt, as he saw him crying and sob- 
bing like a beaten child, that he could gladly 
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hang such a cowardly scoundrel himself. 
There was no possibility of escape now, even 
if terror and despair had given Big Ben the 
courage of desperation. The condemned cell 
in which he was now confined would have 
ofiered no facilities for escape even to a Jack 
Sheppard, and Big Ben had nothing of the 
daring, the astuteness, or the agility of that 
jail hero. 

The two turnkeys took a pleasure in play- 
ing upon Big Ben's terrors, and they added to 
his torments by dwelling on the fact that he 
was to be hanged first, and that it was thought 
very likely that at the last moment Osmond 
Armine might be respited ! At this thought 
Big Ben would bleat like a calf, roar like a 
lion, or sob like a child. Next to his love of 
himself was his hatred of Osmond Armine. He 
had come over from what now seemed to him 
a paradise in New Orleans to see Osmond 
Armine hanged, and lo! Osmond would see 
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him hanged, and perhaps be himself respited ! 
Meanwhile two or three plans of escape had 
been submitted to Osmond Armine by his three 
old schoolfellows. Osmond listened to all they 
had to say, but rejected them after mature 
consideration, not because he thought it either 
honourable or right to remain in prison to be 
executed for a crime he had not committed, 
but because he thought these plans impracti- 
cable, and sure to end in detection. This 
being the case, the three who were so devoted 
to Osmond, and so bent on saving his life, 
agreed to divulge to him the secret which 
they had hitherto looked upon in the light of a 
forlorn hope, but they now considered it their 
sheet-anchor. 
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CHAPTER V. 

And bope enchsQted smiled. 
And waved her golden hair. 

Campbell. 

It was late one night when Osmond Annine, 
waking from a sweet dream of Juliet and of 
happier days, found not only Hal Hart, whose 
duty it was to watch him, and who was sitting 
by him when he fell asleep, but Paul Paley, 
who had been visiting a prisoner who was 
dangerously ill, and who, as Roger Ruff was 
the turnkey on duty, had found no difficulty 
in getting admitted to Osmond Armine's cell. 
Paul Paley sat down on Osmond's bed, and, 
taking the condemned prisoner's thin white 
hand in his own, said, 
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"Dear friend, old schoolfellow, noble vic- 
tim, true martyr, we are now going to unfold 
to you our plot for saving your dear life. It 
is a plot that cannot fail, if you are only pas- 
sive and quiescent ; but at the same time it is 
one which could never be carried into effect 
had not Providence ordained that the three 
men who have loved you from boyhood, and 
who would gladly, proudly die to save you, 
are those who alone will approach you — on — 
the scaffold." 

Osmond's pale cheek flushed at that word, 
but his eyes returned the look of intense in- 
terest Paul Paley's revealed, and he pressed the 
young doctor's hand fervently. 

.Paul Paley went to the door, and Roger 
Ruff came in noiselessly. After Osmond had 
shaken hands with him, he hastened to ex- 
plain that during his career in Paris as an 
actor of sensational dramas at the Th^^tre 
des Vaudevilles, he had distinguished himself 
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greatly in a piece, in which he, as the revolu- 
tionary hero, after hanging many aristocrats, 
incurs the suspicion and displeasure of those 
in power, and is himself hanged. 

"Here," he said, taking what looked at 
first something like a fishing-net out of his 
pocket, " here is the apparatus which 
enables me to deceive the scrutiny of the 
closest observer into an idea that a man i^ 
hanging by the neck when he is in reality as 
safe as if he were in his own bed. This ap- 
paratus you see, sir, is to be worn under your 
clothes. Those stirrups (as it were) pass 
under the soles of your feet, and they and the 
band round your waist, and the shoulder and 
neck straps are, though completely hidden 
under your clothes, so admirably contrived, 
that they all communicate with a loop, which, 
invisibly attached to the rope, gives you all 
the appearance of hanging in the air, while 
you are in reality swinging well, and suffi- 
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ciently supported, in a sort of cradle made of 
this immensely strong, but almost invisible 
whipcord. Before I leave you to-night you 
shall see the working of this wondrous con- 
trivance. I will hang myself from that 
rafter, or any one of you, if you prefer 
it." 

"My dear Roger," said Osmond, "the 
contrivance is, as you say, a wonderful one, 
and I conceive that it might eflfect the object 
that you have in view if you were to play the 
part of Jack Ketch on the occasion." 

" And that is what I shall do," said Roger 
RufF. " I am well aware that were it not that 
Hal Hart there will dress and pinion you, 
I, who have acted as hangman at Norwich 
and at York, to be the person to officiate, and 
Mr. Paley there the surgeon to examine you 
after, the whole thing would be impossible. 
As it is, you will, with heaven's blessing in 
this pious fraud, find yourself in Mr. Paley's 
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private surgery the night after your execution, 
and I hope and trust not any the worse, but 
able to eat a hearty supper, and return thanks 
when we drink your health." 

" But how can you be sure of oflEiciating, 
RuflF?'' asked Osmond. 

" Jack Ketch, who loves a glass, or rather 
a dozen, will booze with me the night before. 
I'll not harm him, but I'll quite unfit him for 
work. He knows me ; I have acted for him 
before ; he'll plead illness, and his duty must 
devolve upon me. I was acting my celebrated 
hanging part in Paris, when I read all about 
your being in prison for the deed. I heard 
your name ^ oh'd ;' I heard every one say you 
would be found guilty, and hanged. The 
thought of this plan to save you flashed across 
my mind like lightning. I threw up my 
engagement, came over here, got the appoint- 
ment of under-turnkey, for no object on earth 
but to save you, sir; and I no sooner un- 
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folded my scheme to Mr. Faley and Hal Hart 
here, than they said that, under the circum- 
stances, it was feasible ; and now, sir, you have 
only to trust to God and to us, and we'll 
bring you off the scaffold as well as you are at 
this moment." 

" Be it so," said Osmond ; " it does seem 
feasible ; I will do whatever is required of me 
to enable you to carry out this wondrous 
scheme ; but, Paul Paley, old friend, we will 
suppose that Ruff's contrivance succeeds, that 
I am cut down alive. What then ? What is 
to become of me ?" 

" The governor has consented to your body 
being secretly conveyed to my surgery by 
Hart and Ruff. I have told him you have 
an inscrutable disease of the heart, whose 
symptoms are similar to those of his only son, 
and that not only I may discover what will 
enable me to save his son, by a post-mortem 
examination of you, but that the cause of 
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science itself will be immensely benefited. 
The governor is a meek, good, timid man, 
devoted to his son, and a great foe to capital 
punishment. We need fear no scrutiny, no 
investigation from him. Both the sheriffs 
are laid up with gout. To make security 
doubly sure, I shall pass a silver tube down 
your throat, as was done, they say, in the case 
of Fountleroy the forger ; and I shall not only 
administer a dose of chloroform to give you 
the appearance of death, but Hart there shall 
imitate with logwood the appearance of stran- 
gulation round your throat. A coffin full of 
stones will be buried, while you lie hid in my 
private surgery, awaiting a favourable oppor- 
tunity of escape. We must get you on board 
a ship bound for Australia. You can go as 
my brother Tom. I have no doubt your 
Juliet will gladly join you there, when we can 
contrive to inform her of your rescue. She 
has ample means for you both. In the mean- 
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time, I have five hundred pounds at your ser- 
vice, and if Fena Meeke would accept me and 
consent to emigrate, I would soon follow 
you/' 

" And so would I," said Hal Hart. 

" And I, too," echoed Koger Ruff. 

" There a man is a man if he*s willing to toil — 
And the humblest may gather the fruits of the soil.'^ 

" Before I go," he added, "I will fulfil my 
promise of showing you the working of my 
apparatus." 

He took from his pocket a cord with a 
noose at the end of it. He had already put 
on under his clothes an apparatus similar to 
that which he had displayed to Osmond Ar- 
mine. He instructed Hal Hart how to " turn 
him off," as he called it, and in a few minutes 
he was swinging in the air to all appearance 
as criminals do at the old Bailey. Hal Hayt 
then went through the process of cutting him 
down, and Roger Ruff made his bow as he had 
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SO often done on the stage of the Theatres des 
Yaudevilles — as he had so often done after 
his brilliant triumph as the revolutionary 
hero in the piece called " A la Lanteme." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

It is not that I dread to die. 

Btron. 

The dreadful morning came at last. 

Juliet Rivers had risen from her sick bed 
the evening before, and, accompanied by Mrs. 
Meeke, had paid a farewell visit to her beloved. 
Not a word was said of the plan of escape. 
Osmond had been bound to silence and to 
secrecy. He had not much faith in it, and 
after an agonizing farewell Juliet was carried 
out of the prison insensible. 

The sky at dawn was black as ink, the wind 
howled, the thunder roared, the lightning 
flashed^ and the rain fell in torrents. It 
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seemed as if nature was in wrath and grief at 
the hideous deeds about to be done on the 
dread platform of the black and hideous ob- 
ject that had risen during the night, and as if 
by magic, in front of the prison. 

In spite of the dreadful weather, a dense 
crowd had assembled — a crowd chiefly com- 
posed of the lowest orders, and among them 
women thinly clad, and who were soon wet 
through, as were the babies crying and shiver- 
ing at their breasts. 

" Well, here's a go ! " said a man in a 
fustian jacket to one of his "palls." ^Tve 
just spoke to Tomkins, one of the turnkeys ; 
and he says how Jack Ketch is took terrible 
bad with the cholera, all along of eating pea- 
soup and boiled pork for supper. He's in 
agonies of pain, and can't get out of bed, and 
a young hand is to turn 'em off. He's a 
turnkey, but he's often done the job before." 

" Well, I'm glad o' that," said a female gin- 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 73 

drinker; "I never misses this sort o' sight. 
It's as good as a play, and it's gratis, that's 
what I look at ; and I never seed any one 
play first-fiddle in it and beat Jack Ketch, so 
I'm glad the old cove's laid up and a young 
un going to try his hand." 

" Ain't you cold, Bet?" said a young woman 
carrying a babe. " I've been here since five, 
and I'm chilled to the bone, and so's baby. I 
wish one o' the fellows would treat us to a 
drop." 

'^Come along," said a navvy; "I'll stand 
treat. But whenever will it come off? I 
pities you poor woman-folk. Why, even I am 
wet to the skin." 

" 'Twont be much longer now," said another; 
^Hhey're being pinioned. The big feller as 
shot the old nigger, he comes fust, I hear. 
They say he's a regular white-livered chap ; 
but t' other, the last o' the Armines, he's game 
to the backbone." 
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"Have he confessed?" asked a ragged, 
red-eyed, red-nosed woman. 

"Not he," said the man, "and never 
won't." 

What the navvy had said was true. The 
prisoners were undergoing the heart-sickening 
process of pinioning. 

Everything with regard to Osmond Armine 
had been carried out by Hal Hart according 
to the minute directions given by Roger 
Ruff. 

Roger Ruff, acting for Jack Ketch, who 
was disabled by sudden and severe illness, 
was appointed to pinion the prisoners. They 
had been led into a little room in which this 
was usually done, and there the two, Osmend 
Armine and Big Ben, met. 

To Big Ben's horror, he found that Roger 
Ruff began with him. Osmond, perfectly 
calm, proud, and composed, stood looking on, 
his arms folded on his breast, while Big Ben 
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shrieked and howled, and, falling on his knees, 
implored that Osmond Armine might be pin- 
ioned first, and hanged first. 

"Now, if I wor you," said Roger Rufi^, 
jeeringly, to Big Ben, "Pd like to be first, 
because then it's soonest over, to say nothing 
of every gent's going in for precedence." 

" Let me shake hands with Mr. Armine be- 
fore you pinion me," said Big Ben, glad of 
any excuse for a moment's respite. " Shake 
hands, Mr. Armine." 

Osmond shook Big Ben's icy-cold hand. 

" I wish, sir, as you've so much pluck, and 
I haven't, you'd go first. They'd let you if 
you asked 'em," sobbed Big Ben. " They 
won't oblige me, but they would you." 

"No, sir, it's against the rules," said Roger 

Rufi^, and the next moment Big Ben, in 

spite of his sobs, howls and shrieks, was pin- 

ioned. 
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The dark and stormy nature of the weather, 
the piercing east wind and the heavy rain, 
had, of course, diminished the number of 
spectators at the execution. They had not, 
however, prevented the assembling of a large 
mob of excited men and women of the lowest 
class. Moreover, the crowd, perished with 
cold and wet to the skin, were in a very ill 
humour, and ready to vent their rage and dis- 
comfort in yells, groans, and hisses. 

Big Ben, who had only killed an old 
negress, with whom no one felt any very 
great sympathy, was not half so unpopular 
with the mob (in reality) as was Osmond Ar- 
mine. The supposed murderer of a lovely 
cherub, of four years old (his own nephew 
too), had long been the object of fierce indig- 
nation among all the women — the mothers 
especially — ^who abound at executions! 

"I'll see that cruel bloody-minded brute 
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swing for it, that I will, if I goes without a 
shoe to my feet." 

**Ay, and so will I too; though babby's 
that bad with the fever I can't leave her, and 
she ain't fit to go." 

*^ Why, he beats the uncle in the * Babes in 
the Wood,' he do. My measter says I maun't 
go, that I maun stop at home to get his break- 
fast ready by the time that he comes back 
from the hanging ; but he may whistle for his 
coffee, but what I'll see that ruffian turned 
off, as could butcher a blessed little cherubine 
not much older nor my Tom. Every ooman 
as ever nussed a babby at her buzzom did 
ought to be there to cry shame on him." 

Such were the remarks of some of the 
wretched women who flocked to the scene of 
execution. They had formed their opinions 
entirely by the exciting reports and inflam- 
matory comments in the greasy weekly papers 
that had passed from hand to hand. 
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Well might Osmond Armine complain of 
the prejudice excited against him by the press. 
The men, excited as they always are, by the 
indignation of their wives, and urged on by 
them to a tumultuous expression of their 
loathing of Osmond Armine and his supposed 
crime, were ready to indulge in a roar of fury 
and disgust directly the unhappy prisoner ap- 
peared on the way to the scaffold. They had 
not anticipated that the one whom they con- 
sidered much the least culpable of the two 
convicts, would be the first to be executed ; 
and when the wretched Big Ben made his ap- 
pearance, lividly pale, shaking in every limb, 
and struggling feebly with two policemen, 
who were obliged to carry him to the scaffold, 
the general impression was, that this wretched 
poltroon was Osmond Armine. To the po- 
pular indignation excited by his supposed 
savage crime was added that intense disgust 
always felt by an English crowd when a mur- 
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derer proves deficient in " pluck." That the 
wretch who could butcher a child in cold 
blood should be what the mob called " a 
white-livered chap," and not "die game," 
exasperated them to such a degree, that the 
men roared, shouted, and yelled, while the 
women screamed and screeched, and shook 
their fists in their vain fury. Never had so 
overwhelming, so deafening a chorus of angry 
sounds awaited the appearance of a convict. 
It was so unexpected, so startling, so terrific, 
that it sent a dull flush of sudden fear and 
shame to the corpse-like face of Big Ben, who, 
although at the foot of the scaffold, turned 
with an instinct of self-preservation to the 
policemen who was hugging him along. Yet, 
like the man who, on the way to the gibbet, 
begged to have a cab window put up because 
he might take cold. Big Ben instinctively 
aimed at the preservation from hurt and harm, 
even of the vile body about to be given over 
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to a yiolent and shameful death, lie clung 
closer to the policemen, and leaning his hand 
on the shoulder of one of them, like a child 
shrinking from a cold bath, he burst into 
tears. The sight of his emotion only increased 
the fury and scorn of the mob. 

The scaflfold was guarded by a strong body 
of police, or it is likely that, under the impres- 
sion that it was the child murderer who had 
not nerve enough to walk to his doom, but 
had to be carried to the drop crying like a 
great baby, the mob would have yielded to 
the strong inclination they felt to pelt him 
with stones and mud, and to tear him limb 
from limb. There was no pity for the shiver- 
ing wretch, even when he stood on the drop 
between Roger Ruflf, who, on account of Jack 
Ketch's severe illness, officiated in his place, 

r 

and the chaplain of the prison, an old man 
who, with his eyes cast up to the black stormy 
skies, was praying fervently for the trembling 
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wretch who stood on the edge of the dark 
ocean. No, there was no pity even when 
the white cap was drawn over a face as white, 
and the large loose quivering frame of Big 
Ben was launched into eternity ; the groans, 
the yells, the hisses, and the savage applause 
at the sudden exit from the stage of life of so 
unpopular an actor, were if possible increased 
in fury and intensity. For still the mob be- 
lieved the struggling wretch pendent in mid- 
air was the last of the Armines. Under 
this impression, they greeted Osmond him- 
self, when he walked calmly and proudly on 
his way to the scaffold, with sounds of sym- 
pathy and applause ; they thought it was Big 
Ben they were cheering on his desolate and 
dreadful way. 

The pale beauty of Osmond Armine's noble 
Grecian face, the dignity of his tall, graceful 
form, and the sublime resignation of his man- 
ners and demeanour, touched the hearts even 
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of that rude rabble. Many of the women who 
had glanced on Big Ben's convulsive and 
spasmodic struggles, which had not yet quite 
ceased, hid their faces in their aprons, not to 
see the white cap drawn over the face that 
looked to them, as one of them said to another, 
" more like a statue of a hangel than a mor- 
tial man." The men, too — still believing 
that the second prisoner was Big Ben — 
thought it was a pity and a shame that such 
a fine young chap should be scragged for 
shooting an old darkey who'd played him 
false, and helped to cheat him of his " young 
ooman." 

The chaplain who had walked by Osmond's 
side reading the burial service, and the gover- 
nor who was at heart opposed to capital pun- 
ishment, and looked deadly pale, turned their 
heads away with a natural expression of horror, 
while Roger Ruff adjusted the white cap over 
Osmond Armine's beautiful face, a strong 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 83 

smell of chloroform issued from that cap, and 
the words which Osmond Armine was about 
to utter died on his lips. It seemed to some 
sporting men who had hired windows, and was 
watching the execution through telescopes, 
that the condemned either fainted or died 
suddenly, probably of heart disease, before the 
bolt was drawn ; for there was no spasmodic 
movement, no convulsion of the facial muscles 
to be seen under the white linen cap, no 
struggle of any kind. 

The mob witnessed what they supposed to 
be the execution of Big Ben in total silence ; 
and then, as the sky darkened still more, and 
the rain rushed down like a waterfall, and the 
fierce east wind howled, and raved, and tore 
the thin garments of the women already wet 
to the skin, the rabble slowly dispersed. The 
gentlemen who had hired windows put down 
their opera-glasses and their telescopes, and* 
returned to what they called a "hanging 
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breakfast," and Paul Paley requested and ob- 
tained an interview with the governor. 

Meanwhile the tempest raged with a fury 
quite unparalleled, the wind blew a gale. The 
darkness was only illuminated by the forked- 
lightning, and the thunder seemed to shake 
the very prison itself. The gibbet — dark 
tree, with its bitter fruit — rocked to and fro, 
and creaked and groaned. And as every mo- 
ment threatened the indecent exhibition of 
the scaffold to be uprooted and hurled to the 
ground by the fury of the elements, Koger 
Ruff (acting for the Jack Ketch of the day) 
obtained leave to cut down the bodies before 
they had been suspended more than an 
hour ! 

Paul Paley left the governor with whom he 
had been for some time closeted, for it de- 
volved on him as surgeon of the jail to examine 
'those who had been executed, in order to make 
sure that life was extinct. As he left the 
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governor's room, the old man, whose son grew 
daily and hourly worse, had said, 

"As you say, Mr. Paley, it is in the 
interest of science and humanity in general, 
and of my dear boy in particular, that you 
should make this post-mortem examination, as 
you feel certain the symptoms of the unhappy 
young man, whose body now awaits you, were 
80 Similar to those of my son. At the same 
time, I would suggest that the wretched 
remains be as little mutilated as possible, and 
be removed at night with all possible privacy 
to your house. When you have satisfied your 
mind as Jo the seat of disease, let them be 
conveyed back unseen by anyone, and interred 
by the side of his fellow-sufferer, in the yard 
of the jail. And listen, Mr. Paley : as you 
say you can entirely rely on the fidelity of the. 
two turnkeys. Hart and Ruff, you had better 
confide the whole management to them. The 
graves are dug, and I appoint them to per- 
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form all the last offices. If you make any 
important discovery, let me see you early to- 
morrow.'' 

Under these circumstances, Hal Hart and 
Koger Euff had bo great difficulty in removing 
the apparently lifeless body of Osmond Ar- 
mine, and secreting it in the little bed-room ; 
and, indeed, in the little bed belonging to 
Hart. They filled up his place in the coffin 
with quicklime and blocks of wood, and it was 
buried beside Big Ben's in the precincts of 
the jail. 

Hal Hart and Roger Ruff felt very anxious 
and miserable all day as Osmond Armine con- 
tinued cold and pale, and exhibited no symp- 
tom of returning life. 

Paul Paley, before leaving the prison, paid 
Osmond a visit in Hal Hart's little room. He , 
knelt beside the form of the man he loved 
best on earth. He applied his ears to the 
heart, and after remaining in that position for 
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some minutes, he reassured Hart and Soger 
Ruff, by telling them that the appearances 
that alarmed them arose solely from the chlo- 
roform which Kuff had conveyed in the white 
linen cap on the drop ; and that as soon as 
night came, and Osmond Armine was safe on 
the sofa in his surgery, he would soon apply 
remedies that would restore animation to the 
beating heart. The three awaited the arrival 
of friendly night. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Soft, you. A word or two before yon go. 

Shakespeabe. 



Paul Paley was in his own private surgery. 
It was a room built expressly for his use 
underground, or rather on the same floor as 
the kitchen of his father's house, but opening 
into a little back street that led to the river. 
This surgery had been built at considerable 
expense by old Mr. Paley, in order that his 
son, who had vowed his ardent love for his 
profession, and a passionate interest in 
anatomy, should be able, undisturbed, and 
without in any way annoying the rest of the 
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household, to perform experiments tending 
to perfect him in the greatest of sciences. 

No one of the family, old Paley excepted, 
ever entered this surgery without express 
permission from Paul. The housemaid was 
only allowed to exercise her broom and duster 
there occasionally, and under Paul's direc- 
tions. 

A good deal of superstitious interest was 
attached by the servants of the house to this 
underground " sanctum " of young Paul. The 
gossip of the servants, of course, extended 
this feeling through the agency of the post, 
the milk, the beer, the baker, butcher, and 
cats' meat, throughout the neighbourhood. 
It was currently reported that evil-looking 
men were often admitted at midnight by the 
young surgeon himself, with long cases broad 
at one end and narrow at the other, and which 
were supposed to come from the neighbouring 
hospital. It was whispered that ghosts flitted 
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and walked, and occasionally even shrieked 
around the area gate and steps which had 
admitted the evil-looking men and the long 
deal cases, so broad at one end and so narrow 
at the other. 

Be this as it may, it is certain that Paul 
Paley was already very celebrated for his know- 
ledge of anatomy ; and we know that there 
is but one way of acquiring such knowledge. 

He was ambitious, too. And as his skill 
became known and appreciated, the people of 
his native city began to fear that London, 
the great temptress of genius and all daring 
spirits, would lure away the young Galen of 
Exeter, and that fame would enrol among the 
names of her worthiest, most gifted sons, that 
of Paul Paley. 

The back street into which Paul Paley's 
surgery opened was shunned by the timid ; 
and so it came to pass that, on the night after 
the execution, Hal Hart and Eoger Ruff en- 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 91 

countered no one on the dark night during 
which they conveyed the still unconscious 
Osmond through the narrow haunted street to 
the area gate, and down the steps that led to 
Paul Paley's private surgery. 

Paul Paley had been expecting them for 
more than an hour. He had been in an agony 

of impatience and anxiety to have the coast 

« 

clear. 

And just on this particular night he had 
been obliged to admit his father, who came to 
show him a tribute to his character and skill 
in the Exeter Observer, and had so much to 
say. ' His old paternal heart was overflowing 
with joy and honest pride in that good, hard- 
working, and steady son. 

Paul Paley was in a fever of impatience, 
varied only by ague fits of terror, lest the im- 
portant envoy expected should arrive during 
his father's visit. Twice the old man took 
his leave, and twice he returned to beg his 
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80D not to sit up late, to be more careful of 
his health ; to feel his poke, to apply his oW 
ear to that wildly beating, passionate young 
heart, and to warn him of the perils that at- 
tend an over-wroaght br^n. 

At length that good, proud old father was 
gone, and Paul breathed more freely, when 
suddenly a certain signal, in the shape of a 
loud whistle, at the area gate, caught his 
ear. 

He touched a spring, the gate opened, 
and heavy footfalls descended the steps. Two 
men stood at the door, bearing a coffin, wluch 
contained the body of a young man who had 
died at the hospital of some inscmtable subtle 
disease. He had no friends to claim bim. 
He had had a devoted friend in life in his 
young doctor, Paul Paley, who had taken as 
much pains to relieve his anguish and save 
his life as if he had been an emperor. This 
being the case, Paul had no reason to dread 
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lo look upon the dead face that had ever 

smiled to see him approach in life ! One of 

the men said, 

" We'll lift him out, sir, if you like, and 

we'll return to-morrow night, for he's to be 

« 
buried the next day. Put him back when 

you've done with him, and no one will be any 

the wiser." 

" Lay him on the table in that inner 
room," said Paul, giving the man some 
money. 

" Oh ! sir, I forgot, when he was laid out, 
this letter was found pinned to his nightshirt. 
It's directed to you, sir." 

Paul took it, but he was too anxious about 
the expected ones, and too eager to get rid of 
those men, to read it then. He followed them 
up the steps, and through the area gate, and 
watched till he saw them disappear round the 
comer by the one solitary lamp. 

He returned to his surgery. The empty 
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coffin lay on the floor, and through the half 
open door of the fainer room he discovered, 
rigid and stiflf, under a white sheet, the out- 
line of the wasted, emaciated form of the young 
hospital patient — the pauper whom nobody 
owned. For the first time in his life Paul 
Paley felt a nervous horror of the presence of 
the dead. But the day had been one of tor- 
turing excitement to him, and, until he had 
seen Osmond Armine restored to life, and had 
seen him depart in safety from Exeter, and 
indeed from England, Paul felt that he could 

. 

not know a moment of ease or rest. He had 
purposely left the area gate ajar, and when a 
low tap at his door reached his ear, his heart 
beat wildly, and his cheeks paled and flushed 
alternately. This time there was no mistake, 
no disappointment. It was Hal Hart and 
Roger Ruff, bearing in the still apparently 
lifeless body of Osmond Armine. 

" Lock and bolt the door," said Paul Paley 
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to Hal Hart, as he fell on his knees by the 
sofa upon which Hart and Ruff had laid Os- 
mond Armine. 

Paul Paley spent a few moments in fervent 
prayer — prayer and thanksgiving. Thanks- 
giving that Providence had prospered his plot 
so far, and prayer that he might be able to 
restore- his friend to perfect health, and then 
to secure his safe escape. There were large 
tears in the young surgeon's eyes when he 
rose from his knees ; and Hart and Ruff*, not 
less devoted to their early friend and cham- 
pion, stood awaiting his orders —their manly 
cheeks pale, their eyes moist, and their hands 
clasped. After listening for some time, his 
ear close to Osmond's heart, as if his owp life 
depended on the pulsation of that heart, Paul 
Paley turned round with a flush and smile of 
exultation on his face, and said, 

*' All right, dear friends. Rejoice with me, 
the true, the noble heart, beats steadily. I 
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must let a little blood from the arm. Hart, 
hold the basin. Ruff) support him." 

As the blood flowed from his arm, the hues 
of life returned to the cheeks and lips of Os- 
mond Armine. Paul hastily bandaged his 
arm, and dropping some potent cordial into a 
glass of water, carefully administered it. A 
few moments elapsed, and then Osmond Ar- 
mine opened his large dark eyes, and looked 
around him at first with a wild scared expres- 
sion, but by degrees memory returned to his 
mind. The whole truth dawned upon him. 
He remembered all. He understood where 
he was, and what' had happened. 

" Heaven bless and reward you, Paul — old 
schoolfellow, true friend, preserver of my life!" 
he cried, as he burst into tears, and holding 
out his arms to Paul, who caught him to his 
breast, and pillowed the beautiful young clas- 
sical head there. . Osmond Armine sobbed 
like a girl. ^' Pshaw ! this is weak, this is 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 97 

childish," he said, suddenly recovering him- 
self, and holding out his hand to Hal Hart 
and Roger Ruff. " You have saved me, dear 
friends, and I thank, I bless you; but what of 
that dearer self, what of my dear devoted 
girl, my affianced, my idolized Juliet — does 
she know that I live T^ 

" Not yet ; we have had as yet no means of 
safely communicating with her." 

" Oh ! dear friends !" cried Osmond, clasp- 
ing his hands ; ^^ is there no possibility of 
sparing that angel girl the agony she must 
feel at the thought that 1 am no more !" 

"Patience, Osmond," said Paul Paley; 
*' as your doctor, I must prescribe patience. 
As soon as it is possible to communicate with 
your beloved without a risk that might prove 
destructive to you, and therefore to her, I 
will do it ; in the meantime, drink this." 

He tendered to Osmond as he sppke a 
strong sedative. With a sort of gentle com- 
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pulsion he induced him to lie down, having 
first arranged the pillows, with which he had 
taken care to have the sofa well provided. 
He then covered the rescued one over with a 
warm soft railway rug, and as Hart and Ruff 
were compelled to return to the prison, Paul, 
after seeing them safe out at the area-gate, 
threw himself into an easy chair, and as Os- 
mond had sunk into a deep sleep, he gave 
himself to serious contemplations as to how 
he could hest secure Osmond's safe escape to 
Australia. 

• • • * • 

The grey light of morning found Osmond 
Armine still plunged in deep and dreamless 
sleep, and Paul Paley still in his arm-chair 
hy his rescued friend's side, pondering on the 
important question how most promptly and 
most safely to ensure his escape. 

Paul Paley had heard a rumour that Juliet 
Rivers, who had been removed from the prison 
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after her last farewell meeting with her lover, 
had been ever since in bed, at Mrs. Meeke's, 
in a state bordering on distraction. Paul 
Paley had been sent for several times to pre- 
scribe for her, but unable, and indeed most 
unwilling too, to leave his home until Os- 
mond's safety had been secured, he had resolved 
on sending his partner, Mr. Wallace. He 
had not yet heard that gentleman's report of 
the poor girl's state, for Mr. Wallace lived in 
another part of the town. Still Paul felt 
certain that Juliet, from what he had heard 
of her state, and from what he knew of his 
allopathist partner's system, could be in no 
state to set out on a voyage to the Antipodes ; 
and, therefore, he resolved to temporise with 
the impatient lover, and to promise him, as 
soon as he had seen him safe off, that he 
would contrive to convey to Juliet Rivers the 
astounding fact that her lover was saved. 
** In which case I am certain, dear friend," 

H 2 
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added Paul Paley, addressing Osmond, " jodg- 
ing from wbat I have seen of Miss Rivers's 
devotion to you, she will at once arrange to 
join yon. Bnt leave all this to me, I implore 
you. Remember all depends, for both yoa 
and your Juliet, on the secrecy and prompti- 
tude with which you leave this country." 

Paul Faley foresaw that Osmond's passionate 
love and intense anxiety about his Juliet would 
render him very restless and unmanageable. 
He felt that it would be difficult to ikeep him 
quiet while he absented himself to make the 
necessary preparations for the rescued one's 
escape. He therefore administered another 
dose of the sedative. 

As the effects of the first had not quite 
worn off, this dose promptly took effect ; and 
as by this time it was broad day, Paul Paley 
lifted the empty coffin into the inner-room, 
tenanted by the silent dead. He then locked 
the door of that room and put the key in 
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his pocket; closed the shutters of the surgery, 
and let down the thick curtains ; covered Os- 
mond up again with the warm railway rug, 
and left a lamp huming on the table. He 
then placed some wine and biscuits ready, in 
case Osmond should wake and require some 
refreshment; then he left the surgery, care- 
fully locking the inner and the outer doors, 
hurried up the area steps, and passed out into 
the street, locking the gate also, to make secu- 
rity doubly sure. 

It was early morning, but there were flies 
connected with the station, to be had. He 
hailed one of the drivers, and ordered him to 
call for him at the corner of the little back 
street into which his surgery opened, in an 
hour from that time. 

He walked ahead a little while to re- 
fresh his jaded spirit and cool his burning 
brow in the pure air of early morning, and 
then returned to the surgery. 
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At the hour at which he had ordered the 
fly to await, Paul Paley passed through the 
area-gate, and hurried towards the fly. He 
was accompanied by a foreign-looking young 
man, in a military cloak, wearing spectacles, 
and a respirator, and with long white hair, 
and beard and moustache to match. He 
looked like a German student. 

When this strange looking young man was 
seated in the fly by the side of Paul Paley, 
two men hurried up to the carriage, and 
shook hands with him. These two men were 
Soger Ruff and Hal Hart. 

The reader has guessed who the fpreign- 
lobking young gentleman was. Hart and 
Ruff had for months been saving every penny 
of their wages, in order to assist Osmond Ar- 
mine in the expenses attendant on his escape. 
This money they had tied up in a canvas-bag, 
which they forced on his acceptance, and with 
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a mutual " God bless you/' the old school- 
fellows parted. Osmond Annine, reluctant 
as he was to accept this help from men whom 
fortune had seen fit to buflfet so severely, felt 
that it would wound their generous hearts 
were he to refuse their aid at such a crisis in 
his destiny. 

" I hope at the diggings," he said, " I may 
be able to earn money enough to repay 
them." 

" If your Juliet behaves as I feel certain she 
will," said Paul, " you will not be obliged to 
live the wretched life of a digger, dear friend. 
She is wealthy. By her father's will she's of 
age at nineteen. You have only a year to 
wait, before she will in all probability join 
you, wherever you may be, and make you her 
husband and master of her fortune ! ^ 

'^ Paul,'' said Osmond, '* much as I idolize 
Juliet, and long for her dear company, I can- 
not bear (on reflection) to ask her to follow 
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to the Antipodes a man who, if detected, would 

(with the summary laws of the colonies) be 

taken from her side and hanged before her 

eyes ! No, For the present let Juliet believe 

that I have been sacrificed. She will bewail 

me as a martyr ; but if she has survived the 

shock of what she believes to be my death on 

the gallows, she, young and naturally strong 

as she is, will recover by degrees, and her 

now passionate anguish will perhaps mellow 

into a tender regret. There would be more 

danger to her precious life in the reaction 

caused by the sudden announcement that I am 

still alive. And sudden it must be, however 

cautiously it is conveyed." 

" But, my dear friend," cried Paul Paley, 
" consider the comfort, the delight, of having 
by your side, in the hiding-places you will be 
compelled to lurk in, a being so devoted to 
you as your Juliet. Consider, too, that her 
fortune would render you independent of ex- 
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ertions which must expose you more or less to 
the scrutiny and gaze of strangers — perhaps 
even of the police ! With Juliet as your wife, 
and with her ample means at your command, 
you might live in comfort (nay, in luxury), 
without ever coming in contact with anyone 
Yfho could have a right to question you as to 
your antecedents." 

" No, Paul, no !'' said Osmond, " my mind 
is made up. Juliet shall not give up all the 
elegances and comforts of life for me ! I feel 
a prophetic certainty that the truth will yet 
come to light— the real murderer will be dis- 
covered ! My innocence will be proved — my 
name and fame will be cleared from this foul 
blot. I shall return to announce that I yet 
live, just as my country is bewailing my un- 
just doom, and while the late remorse of love 
is busy at every heart I have dreamt that 
this will come to pass, dear Paul. I shall find 
my Juliet sad, subdued, but true to her very 
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heart's core, even to my memory. Then, and 
not till then, shall she know that I yet live. 
Then, and not till then, will I implore her 
to be mine ! But here we are, dear, true 
friend.^' 

" I shall go with you the first stage," said 
Paul ; " and when you reach London, you 
must drive at once to the address which you 
will find in this pocket-book, and there you 
must await my arrival, not stirring out till 
you see me, which you will do to-morrow 
night. I would go with you now, but that 1 
have business at home of the most imperative 
kind." 

Paul Paley was thinking of the silent in- 
mate of his inner room ! Paul saw Osmond 
Armine safe into the express. The officials 
all knew and respected Paul Paley. At his 
request, they showed his delicate young friend 
and patient into a vacant carriage. Paul ac- 
companied him as far as the third station, on 
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the way to London, and then he left him. 
When Osmond opened the pocket-book to 
look at the address which Paul had given him, 
he found that it contained, besides the ad- 
dress, notes to the amount of five hundred 
pounds ! It was all his generous and devoted 
friend possessed in the world, that he could 
call his own. He had joyfully drawn it out 
of his banker's hands to bestow it on one whom 
he loved with an unutterable tenderness and 
devotion, made up of aflPection and respect — a 
feeling that dated from the old school days, 
when the " young lion " had saved him and 
Hal Hart and Roger RuflP from the torturing 
cruelty and cowardly bullying of Big Ben. 



108 



CHAPTER VIII. 



Oh, ^tis Dot, Hinda, in the power 

Of Fancy^s most terrific touch, 
To paint thy pangs in that dread hour, 

Thy silent agony — 

MOOBE. 



While the express seemed to fly along the 
shining rails, Paul Paley returned to Exeter, 
and secretly as he had left his surgery, so 
secretly he returned to it. He had not for- 
gotten the inmate of the inner room. On the 
mantelpiece of the surgery lay the letter which, 
in his agitation and anxiety about Osmond 
Armine, Paul had not had patience to read. 
It was the letter addressed to him by the 
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patient of the hospital^ to i/vhom he had been 
so kind. 

Now that Osmond Armine was safe out of 
Exeter^ all Paul Faley's professional spirit was 
rekindled within him. He longed to make 
himself master of the secret cause of a disease 
which had baffled, while it interested him. He 
poured out a glass of wine^ preparatory to the 
post-mortem examination he was so anxious to 
make. While sipping his wine^ and eating a 
captain's biscuit, Paul opened the letter of the 
dead. He read as follows : — 

"Dear AND honoured Sir, — 

" I know from a conversation I overheard 
between two of the hospital nurses (who 
thought I slept while they spoke) that, upon 
my death, my body is to be conveyed to you 
for dissection. The thought of this desecra- 
tion of my poor mortal remains would prevent 
my dying in peace, did I not feel certain, sir. 
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that if I implore yoa to spare me this last 
dreadful result of my own folly, you will con- 
sign me whole and unblemished to the grave. 
Nor is it to a pauper's grave, although I shall, 
when you receive this, have died in an hospital. 
No, sir, my parents are respectable and well- 
to-do. My father is a clergyman, ihe Rev. 
Henry Marston, rector of Langridge, and my 
mother is a baronet's daughter, and the most 
tender of mothers. But I, sir, I am the pro- 
digal son, but less fortunate than him in tiie 
Gospel, I never reached home ! They would 
have received me, I doubt not, though I have 
done all that a son could do to weary out 
their love and break their hearts. For their 
sakes, for my mother's sake especially, and for 
that of a young girl who loved me with that 
first pure love I at first reciprocated so warmly 
and afterwards renounced so coldly, respect 
my remains. Let my dear parents know of 
my death. Let them know that I died peni- 
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tent; imploring their pardon, their blessing, 
and that of my poor Lucy Lane ; they will 
remove my remains to the family vault at 
Langridge, and they will bless you with all 
their hearts as I do. I am, honoured and 
dear, sir, yours most gratf ally, 

" Henry Marston." 



"Not for the world would I let my knife 
touch thy poor wretched body, penitent pro- 
digal !" said Paul Paley, as he wiped away a 
tear, after the perusal of this letter, and lifted 
the skeleton form of the poor hospital patient 
and replaced it in the coffin. 

He then resolved to acquaint the hospital 
authorities with the facts of the case, and to 
write to the father of the young man, in 
order that he might claim the body of his 
son. 

Paul Paley then turned to his dressing- 
room, where a cold bath refreshed him, and 
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enabled him to appear punctually as usual 
at his father's breakfast-table at nine o'clock. 
In the course of the day he paid a visit to 
Mill House. He found the Quaker widow, 
and her saint-like daughter Fena, in deep 
mourning and deep grief, both for Osmond 
Armine and Juliet Rivers, whose agony of 
mind had defied description, until Mr. Wallace, 
by a powerful sedative, had stupefied her half- 
frenzied brain. 

In spite of her anxiety, her sympathy, and 
her tears, Fena smiled a sweet smile of grati- 
tude and trust when Paul Paley spoke words 
of comfort about Juliet, and asked to see her. 
Fena led the way to the darkened room where 
Juliet lay, fortunately for her, insensible. The 
gentle Quaker maid was delighted to hear 
that Paul Paley approved of his partner's 
treatment of the unhappy Juliet ; and when 
she begged him tocome again soon, his eyes 
and lips answered " yes." 
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That night Paul Paley arrived in London. 
He drove at once in a cab to a street near 
London Bridge. In the lodging-house to 
which he had recommended Osmond Armine, 
he found him at tea, and in his hand was a 
flimsy paper, which the maid-servant had 
just bought at the door, that represented 
the two murderers hanging, and gave a full 
account of " the execution, and of the dying 
speeches and full confession of both the crimi- 
nals, together with an authentic history of 
their former wicked lives, and several other 
murders which they had owned to have 
plotted and executed together, and of several 
others which they would have committed but 
for their timely arrest." 

There were portraits professing to be those 
of Osmond Arroine and Benjamin Boulter, 
commonly called Big Ben. The same villan- 
ous faces had done duty for Greenacre, Tawell, 
and every murderer who had ended his career 
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on the gallows for the last thirty years. The 
maid thought it would interest the young 
gentleman to see this '^ true account/' so she 
bought one for herself and one for him. 

"How is my beloved? How is my Juliet?'' 
eagerly inquired Osmond Armine, as soon as 
the maid-servant had left the i^om, and he had 
warmly thanked Paul Paley for coming to him 
at such a time. 

" She is doing bs well as possible under the 
circumstances/' said Paul. 

" Thank heaven 1" said Osmond. " Then, 
Paul, I can afford to laugh at this. And 
hark ! do you hear those men outbawling each 
other as they announce ^ The Dying Speech 
and Confession of Hosmond Harmine and Big 
Ben.' " 

It would be difficult to imagine a position 
more romantic, more singular, or more exciting 
than that of Osmond Armine. He sat in his 
first floor sitting-room near London Bridge 
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(with his true friend, Paul Paley, opposite to 
him), reading the illiterate and purely imagi- 
nary account of his own ^' Last Dying Speech 
and Confession." He was listening to the 
rival hallad-mongers outbawling each other 
as they hawked about ^' The Hixecution of 
Hosmond Harmine at Hexcher for the bloody 
murder of his hown nephew the hinfant head 
of Harmine." 

" And it is owing to you, and your true 
and braye friendship, Paul, and to that of our 
old schoolfellows Hart and Ruff, that I am 
not now lying in a felon's grave," said Osmond, 
with tears in his eyes, as he rose and wrung 
Paul Paley's hand. 

"I hope, dear friend and noble martyr," 
said Paul, ^^that that accursed paper, and 
those infernal fellows do not distress your feel- 
ings." 

" Not in the least, Paul. If I were guilty, 
those voices would be knells, and every mis- 

i2 
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spelt word would be a stab ; but as it is, with 
a conscience so entirely at ease, with a friend 
like you and those I have left in prison, with 
five hundred pounds in my pocket, and with 
the world before me, and, above all, with a 
strong prophetic certainty that the truth will 
come to light at last, I should be almost happy 
if I could but feel quite sure that when I re- 
turn to my native country, as I know I shall 
do, I shall find my dear devoted mother 
living, and my Juliet well in health and un- 
changed in heart." 

The friends pondered long and earnestly on 
Osmond's future prospects, and his best chance 
of escaping detection. It was dawn before 
they retired to their beds. In their long and 
anxious discussion they had come to the de- 
cision that there would be as much security 
for Osmond Armine, and much more comfort 
and advantage to him, in a residence under a 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 117 

feigned name in Europe, than in his emigrat- 
ing to the Antipodes or to America. 

" In the first place," said Paul Paley, " if 
you take up your abode in Germany, Italy, or 
Spain, I can continue to visit you occasionally 
What say you to becoming a student at some 
celebrated German University? There you 
will have companions and pursuits ; and with 
your great talents you will in time, in all pro- 
bability, feel disposed to select some particu- 
lar branch of science. You will become a 
professor of that science; and thus, while 
associating that elucidation of the mysterious 
child murder at Armine Castle, in which we 
both have so much faith, you will be secured 
from the dreary ennui of an unoccupied, aim- 
less existence, and your talents will be your 
suport. Surely this is a better prospect for a 
man of your cultivated mind and refined 
habits than the diggings, where you must herd 
with the lowest, be exposed to the inclemency 
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of the weather, and to every variety of hard- 
ship, and where the prize is tor the strong 
arm, not the strong head — the sweat of the 
brow, not that of the brain." 

Paul Faley's arguments convinced Osmond 
Armine. The next day, under a feigned name, 
with a well-stocked trunk and portmanteau, 
with five hundred pounds in his pocket-book, 
and still disguised as when he had escaped 
from Exeter, Osmond Armine set sail for £ot- 
terdam on his way to Leyden. The friends 
had arranged a plan for occasional correspond- 
ence. Both understood German well. Paul 
Paley had himself spent two years of his 
youth as a medical student at Leyden. It 
was agreed that on the few rare occaaons 
when Osmond ventured to write to Paul 
Paley, he should employ the German charac- 
ter. 

" Take care of my Juliet I" Osmond swd, 
as, after seeing him safe on board the Eras- 
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Tnus^ Paul Paley took a last long leave of the 
rescued one. " Take her case, and, if possible, 
that of my poor, dear, devoted mother, into 
your hands. Adieu, best of friends ! Tell Hart 
and Ruff I go high in hope of a good time 
coming, when my innocence will be vindicated, 
and the guilt of the real murderer ' brought 
home to him. May Heaven bless and reward 
you, all true friends ! Old schoolfellows ! 
Farewell !" 

Paul Paley watched the swift steamer until 
he could no longer distinguish the fluttering 
white handkerchief which Osmond waved in 
token of adieu ; and then, breathing freely for 
the first time since the trial, he hailed a han- 
som, and drove back to the Paddington Sta- 
tion in time for the train by which he had 
planned returning to Exeter. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



And she so wildly wand'ring there, 
The mother in her long despair. 

SOUTHEY. 



WjB must now inquire what has become of 
Lady Armine and the Ghoul. We said that 
when the blood-stained clothes, upon which 
the poor mother had built so many hopes, 
proved to belong to Osmond, she uttered a 
loud shriek, an(^ fell to the ground in an 
epileptic fit. She was immediately carried 
out of court, and the Ghoul followed her also, 
shrieking aloud. 

Beagle, who with surjwise and horror had 
seen her mistress ushered in as a witness, had 
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hustled out of the place iuto which she was 
wedged among the black witnesses of her 
class. She pretended a great and deep anxiety 
about her " poor, dear, blessed lady," as she 
called the Countess, when a medical man, 
who happened to be present, said that her 
ladyship must be at once removed to the 
nearest hotel and put to bed, and that he 
would attend her and prescribe for her as 
soon as this was done. 

Beagle, in spite of her great wish to return 
to the court, where she was glancing and 
smiling whenever an opportunity occurred at 
the head clerk of the attorney for the defence, 
felt that her interests required that she should 
pretend the greatest possible solicitude about 
her lady, and adjourn with her to the hotel. 
The Ghoul would fain have gone with her, but 
by this time this eccentric being was sur- 
rounded by little boys, who had begun to hoot 
at him and to pelt stones, when suddenly he 
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turned fiercely upon them and put them to 
flighty and the next moment he disappeared, 
taking refuge in Old Bat's house.- 

It was nearly a week before Lady Armine 
was pronounced well enough to be removed 
to Armine Castle. Her own medical man had 
been in attendance upon her during the 
greater part of her stay at the Royal Hotel, 
and he had resumed the old system of stupe- 
fying her brain with strong and even recurring 
doses of morphia. Under the influence of 
this potent opiate the unhappy Countess 
seemed to return to the passive and half- 
imbecile state which had been her normal one 
for so many months. Hannah, after having 
been severely scolded by Beagle, and threat- 
ened with dismissal for having allowed the 
Countess while under her care to escape, was 
finally restored to favour. The fact was, she 
knew too much for Beagle to risk making an 
enemy of her. Beagle therefore accepted her 
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homble apologies, and professed to believe her 
reiterated assurances that she had not taken 
one drop beyond what Beagle had herself 
measured out for her. She added that she 
was wide awake and watching the whole 
night, and that she believed her lady must 
have been spirited away by something or 
other, or else she must have seen her go ! 

Beagle, in her own mind, believed that 
Hannah had discovered where she kept the 
keys of the cellarette, and had indulged largely, 
but she affected to think there might be a 
good deal in Hannah's wise solution of the 
mystery, and everything went on upon the 
same footing as before the trial. 

There was a dense gloom over Armine 
Castle now. The beautiful generations of 
flowers succeeded each other in the gardens 
and the shrubberies, the snowdrops, the 
violets^ the hyacinths, the anemones, and the 
ranunculi made way for the lilacs, the labur- 
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noms, the guelder roses, the peonies, and the 
tulips, and no gentle hands culled them — ^no 
bright eyes watched their blushes and their 
beauty. The park was still rich as of yore in 
its patches of golden sunshine and its masses 
of dark shadow. The antlered monarchs of 
the woods still sported with the timid, slender 
does beneath the covert, Osmond and his 
Juliet no longer sought the fragrant shade or 
watched the squirrels leap from tree to tree. 
Daft Dyddy, who had been wont to rush into 
the darkest hiding-place of the woods to conceal 
the emotions called forth by the tyranny of 
the Countess, his passionate love for Juliet 
and his long despair, or his fierce jealousy of 
Osmond Armine, even he had not appeared at 
Armine Castle. Since the trial he knew that 
Juliet still remained confined to her room at 
Mrs. Meeke's, and Armine Castle had no charm 
for him till Juliet was there. 

Paul Faley had attended Juliet throughout 
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a very long and very severe illness, caused 
by her intense anguish, horror, and despair at 
what she believed to be her lover's dreadful and 
ignominious death on the scaffold. A brain 
fever of the most violent and alarming kind 
had been the result of the excruciating, un- 
speakable torture of her poor woman's heart, 
and the agonizing suggestions of her active 
mind. 

During the season of peril and of pain, Mrs. 
Meeke and the saintly Fena watched Juliet, 
and tended her as if she had been their nearest 
relative. Paul Paley was her only medical 
adviser, and his science and his care had 
saved the unhappy Juliet's life. 

It was a long time before her strength of 
mind entirely returned. It was a very long 
time before she was able to look upon the 
world as anything but a vast charnel-house. 
It is ever thus with a first great grief, our faith 
in hope is gone. And if it is thus in cases 



126 A FAnHFUL WOMAN. 

of ordinary bereayement, when death comes 
in the gentler form of natural disease, how 
much worse for poor Juliet, to whose tortured 
mind were ever present the trial, the sentence, 
and all the horrors of the scaffold. At first 
she felt she could not think of them and live, 
and that, as she could not but think of them, 
she must die ; and she loved to believe that it 
would be so, because she felt certain that 
death would reunite her f o her innocent, her 
wronged, her idolised Osmond. 

But Providence decreed that Juliet Rivers 
should live. It was a great surprise to all 
but Paul Paley himself when the destroying 
angel passed her by — ^but so it was. Happy 
birds and blooming maidens, to whom life 
was an opening paradise, drooped and died, 
and Juliet Rivers, to whom the world was be- 
come a wilderness, lived on ; and as it was 
decreed that she was to live, of course it was 
also decreed that some new interest should 
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spring up and supply the place of the absorb- 
ing love which had hitherto filled her heart, 
her soul, her life, nay, her whole being. 

Miss Juliet's feeling was an intense anxiety 
about, and a passionate interest in, her Os- 
mond Annine*s unhappy mother. The intense 
devotion to her ill-fated son which this haughty 
woman had shown by her appearance in court 
(looking as she did the while like a shade 
from the tomb), had awakened a strong feeling 
of devotion in Juliet's breast. All her own 
wrongs were forgiven, forgotten, and every 
other thought and feeling was merged in a 
passionate desire to comfort and benefit the 
mother of her beloved ; to protect her from 
the tyranny of the base Beagle and the odious 
Hannah, and to see that* every comfort and 
solace of which her wretched state admitted 
was lavished on her to whom Osmond Armine 
had owed his existence. She was tormented 
by a not ill-founded notion that Lady Armine 
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suffered much from the cruelty and neglect of 
her two nurses, and she longed to return to 
Armine Castle that she might be able to watch 
over the ill-fated Countess and better her po- 
sition. Paul Paley, who knew that some 
interest in something or in somebody is 
essential to existence, wisely encouraged in 
his young patient a feeling which gave her 
something to live for. By his advice, Mrs. 
Meeke and Fena also encouraged poor Juliet 
to try to remedy the evils to which the mother 
of her beloved was daily, nay hourly exposed. 
Here was something to live for, something to 
try to get well for. The roses and the silver 
lilies with their golden pistils, were in all their 
beauty, when pale, shadowy, and with the 
touching beauty of a sorrowing past supplying 
the place of her late Hebe bloom, Juliet Sivers 
returned to Armine Castle. It was in the 
dark green brougham of her kind Quaker 
friend that Juliet performed, the journey. 
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Mrs. Meeke and Fena bore her company, and 
Paul Paley was of the party too. 

As they drove up the beautiful avenue that 
led to the Castle, the sight of so many objects 
associated in her mind with Osmond Armine 
completely overcame poor Juliet, and when 
she preceived Hubert coming forth to meet 
the carriage, the agony of her mind quite over- 
came her, and she fainted away. Just at this 
moment a very showy, fast-looking equipage 
driven tandom, dashed past Mrs. Meeke's 
quiet brougham. A fashionable - looking 
young man, dressed in a very modest style, 
was driving. He had a handsome middle-aged 
woman by his side, who wore a very youth- 
ful black velvet diadem hat, with a long white 
ostrich feather. Her features were good, but 
her eyes were fierce; she had a resolute 
mouth, and a Buonaparte chin; her outline 
was so regular that had not her eyebrows 
been too thick and horizontal, and her face 
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very red, she would still have been very 
handsome. She would have looked much 
younger, perhaps, had not her dress been so 
jaunty and so juvenile. She wore a blue cloth 
yachting jacket, with gilt buttons, and a rich 
red silk skirt. 

She seemed to have supreme authority over 
the young man who was driving. The driver 
was Daft Dyddy. The lady was his mother. 
She ordered her son to dash before the quiet 
brougham of the Quaker widow, and thus to 
arrive first at the Castle. 

Daft Dyddy, although he had a very strong 
impression that Juliet was in that quiet, 
modest, dark green brougham, and ^although 
he turned first very red and then very pale, 
did not dare disobey the loud, resolute tone 
of his mother's voice. He therefore dashed 
on, and soon left our heroine and her friends 
far behind him. 

Now, it was a nice question and a mooted 
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point to whom, at this time, Armine Castle 
belonged. The title, it was understood, was 

ft 

forfeited. It always is in such cases; but 
the estates were not forfeited too. An intense 
sympathy was felt in the highest quarter for 
the unhappy mother of Osmond Armine, the 
Countess of Armine. Nothing was sanctioned 
that could in any way add to the perplexities 
and misery of one already too severely 
tried. 

Still the Countess of Armine (the Dowager 
Countess in reality) could scarcely be con- 
sidered the legal possessor of the Armine 
estates, although of course her dower was 
secured upon them. Was there no distant 
relation of the Armines ? No third cousin ? 
No heir-at-law? Still, possession is nine 
points of the law. The Crown showed no 
disposition to press hardly on the unhappy 
Countess. No other claimants appeared. 

The agent appointed by her Ladyship in 

k2 
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her Lord's name (for she had always had the 
best head for busmess, and had acted for the 
Earl), continued to act as agent and to pay 
the rents into the bank of Messrs. C. and Co.^ 
Lombard Street ; and so things went on, al- 
though people were beginning to ask who 
was that Robinson Crusoe-like man who had 
appeared at the trial. 

The Countess had said in Court that he 
was a cousin, a relative of her son. If this 
was true, surely in the Ghoul, the monomaniac 
of the marshes, as the only male relation of 
the Armine family, must be the lawful pos- 
sessor of the Armine estates. But what had 
become of him ? Where was he to be found ? 
Some one ought to seek him out and make 
him acquainted with the facts of the case. 
The people said — ^but what is everybody's 
business is nobody's business, and things 
remained in statu quo at Armine Castle. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The maiden of his boeom wept, 
When all their tears were dried. 

Campbell. 

When Juliet Rivers, accompanied by Paul 
Faley and her kind Quaker friends, arrived 
at Armine Castle, Daft Dyddy came out of 
the state drawing-room, where his mother had 
established herself on the sofa to welcome the 
ladies and their medical friend. It was the 
first time he and Juliet had met since the 
trial, its result, and Juliet's long and severe 
illness. 

Daft Dyddy was still as he had been from 
his boyhood, passionately in love with Juliet 
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Birers. It was, therefore, with do little agi- 
tation that he perceived the ravages which 
sorrow and sadness had made in one who bad 
at one time united the rich bloom of a Hebe 
with the laughing lustre and entrancing mirth 
of a Euphrosyne. 

Daft Dyddy, or, as he had called himself, 
Captain Armine, was elegantly dressed in a 
style decidedly military. The fact was, his 
mother had purchased for him an appointment 
at Court of a semi-military nature, and which 
gave him the privilege of taking the title of 
captun to his own name, and a cockade to his 
groom's hat. He had evidently been wdl 
drilled, and his tailor and bootmaker had 
contrived almost to conceal the slight de- 
formity in his shoulder and his walk. 

There was sometlung in his manner of re- 
cdving Juliet and her friends, being madi as 
if he con^dered himself master of the place 
and of the poation ! In this assmnption he 
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was aided by Juliet's grief and self-abandon- 
menty for she no sooner found herself once 
more in the hall of Armine Castle, and re- 
cognised Osmond's straw hat and fishing- 
tackle, and many other articles associated in 
her mind with happiness and him, than a 
deadly faintness came over her enfeebled 
frame, and Daft Dyddy, throwing his arms 
round her, half led, half carried her into the 
state drawing-room, and laid her gently on 
the nearest couch. He then rang the bell. 
When a servant entered, he desired that 
wine and other refreshments might be brought 
in immediately ; and added, with the art of a 
master, 

'* Tell Dinah to prepare her lady's apart- 
ment, and to come to her here as soon as every- 
thing is ready !" 

"Pray make yourselves at home, ladies; 
and you, Mr. Paley, oblige me by feeling 
Miss Rivers's pulse, and prescribing for her." 
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" Do you recommend sherry or Madeira — 
with water or without ; or would a iew drops 
of sal-volatile in a glass of water be more 
efficacious? Excuse us, dear mamma," he 
added, addressing the gorgeously dressed, 
full-blown dame, who reclined on a sofa at 
the further end of the room — " Miss Eivers, 
who has but just recovered from a very 
severe illness, is a little overcome with fa- 
tigue and the excitement of her return to the 
Castle. She will be better presently, and then 
I shall have the honour of presenting her to 
you, madam mamma. I will then introduce 
to you those kind friends who have nursed 
our dear Miss Rivers so tenderly, and Mr. 
Paul Faley, to whose skill, as her medical ad- 
viser, we owe her recovery." 

" Madam mamma," for it was by this title 
Daft Dyddy's mother had taught him to ad- 
dress her, bounced her head haughtily in 
reply to her son's remark, and resumed the 
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perasal of a newspaper which she held in her 
hand. 

Mrs. Meeke looked about her in surprise. 
She did not quite understand who the splen- 
didly-arrayed woman reclining on the sofa 
was. She recognized Daft Dyddy in spite of 
the wonderful metamorphosis in his appear- 
ance and manner, for she had known him from 
his boyhood, and had often been very kind to 
him when Lady Armine had brought him in 
the olden time, with the rest of the children, 
to Mill House. At that time he was dressed 
and treated more like a page than a relative ; 
and the poor, lame boy, in his skeleton suit, 
and with his closely-clipped light hair, looked 
much more like a charity-school boy than the 
nephew of an earl. Mrs. Meeke remembered 
well the extreme hauteur and severity with 
which Lady Armine used to treat poor Daft 
Dyddy, and with what bitterness she used to 
think of the folly and weakness of her hus- 
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band's conduct in allowing his brother to 
palm off upon him his base-born child. 

Of Daft Dyddy's mother, the haughty lady 
always spoke as of the worst, the lowest, the 
most designing, and disreputable of her 
sex. Mrs. Meeke had understood that she 
was a cook, without even a fine person to 
recommend her. A vulgar, half-witted slat- 
tern ; dressed like a beggar, and whining like 
one too — a miserable, canting baggage. 

Lady Armine had spoken with supreme 
contempt of .her husband's brother for his 
want of principle, as well as his want of taste, 
in living with " such a vn^etch." Mrs. Meeke 
could not at all identify in the very hand- 
some, haughty woman on the sofa the 
wretched, degraded creature whom the Coun- 
tess had so often described to her ; and yet 
she was the very same person. After the 
death of Daft Dyddy's father she had married 
a tradesman — a poor trq^esman at the time 
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of her marriage, but the death of a rich rela- 
tive and a lucky speculation had put him in 
the way to make a fortune, and when he died 
he left his widow fifty thousand pounds ! 

This woman had never really been humble 
in spirit. She was a very dressy, vain, 
coquettish, intriguing vixen; although, in 
order to work on the compassion of the Earl, 
brother of her child's father, she pretended to 
be in a state of destitution, and would dress 
herself and her child in rags, and then way- 
lay the Earl and Countess on their way to 
church at Armine, or in the streets of Exeter. 
The result was, that the Earl insisted on 
adopting his brother's wretched-looking child. 
Daft Dyddy, and on his making the vile 
mother an allowance until he died ; when, on 
her marrying a tradesman, the Countess re- 
fused to continue the stipend. 

The haughty and vindictive Lady Armine 
would probably have turned Daft Dyddy adrift 
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after the Earl's death, but that she had 
trained him into habits of great usefulness to 
herself. It was also a pleasure to her to 
possess in this unhappy, down-trodden being, 
an object on which she could vent her pas- 
sionate and tyrannical temper with im- 
punity. 

When Osmond Armine was out of the way 
Juliet Eivers came in for a considerable share 
of her anger and disdain. But then Juliet 
was only at Armine during the holidays. 

Lady Armine knew, too, that nothing would 
offend or estrange Osmond more than a harsh 
word addressed to Juliet. In his presence 
she therefore forbore to attack, slight, or 
insult her. And even in his absence she 
dreaded to do or say anything that could 
cause the sensitive Juliet to shed tears, or 
her cheek to flush or to grow pale. 

If, on Osmond's return home after an ab- 
scence, during which he had been compelled 
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(however unwillingly) to leave Juliet at his 
mother's mercy, he found his idol looking 
either depressed or excited, his dark eyes 
would seek his mother's with a look of inquiry, 
not unmingled with reproach ; and such was 
the influence of Osmond over the heart of 
this proud and passionate woman, that H she 
had really caused Juliet any pain or sorrow 
she would seek to atone, and had even been 
known under such circumstances to take the 
opportunity of Osmond's leaving the room to 
make up with Juliet, and to beg her not to 
allude to the little differences there had been 
between them. So the only person on whom 
LadyArmine could domineer and tyrannize with 
impunity, was that very Daft Dyddy who passed 
as Captain Armine — fashionably, nay, elegantly 
dressed, and backed up by a mother dressed 
like a duchess, and giving herself the airs of a 
stage queen, was, no one understood why, 
doing the honours of Armine Castle as if he 
were its master4 
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Juliet, when she recovered from her swoon, 
was mudi too low, nenrons, and hysterical, to 
oppose any assomption of authority on the 
part of Captain Annine and his mother. 

Paul Paley, fearing a relapse, advised her 
at once to retire to her room and to bed* He 
promised to visit her again in the coui^ of a 
day or two (professionally), but as his pres- 
ence was required at a consultation that even- 
ing, he announced that he was obliged at once 
to return to Exeter. Upon this Mrs. Meeke and 
Tryfena prepared to accompany him, but on 
their riang to go, Daft Dyddy suddenly, with 
a wave of the hand, presented them by name 
to his mother, who, coming forward with 
great pomp and state, her silks and velvets 
rustUng and trailing, and her feathers waving, 
f ormaUy invited them to stay to dinner. This 
Mis. Meeke rather stiffly declined on behalf of 
her daughter and herself. 

Dinah came in at thb juncture to assist the 
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still invalid Juliet to her room. She took a 
weeping and affectionate leave of her kind 
friends and her young doctor, and followed 
Dinah out of the room. As she was crossing 
the hall Daft Dyddy hurried after her and 
offered her his arm. When she had taken it, 
he turned round and said in rather an authori- 

■ 

tative tone — 

** Juliet, I cannot let you retire until I 
have introduced you to my mother. She is 
already strongly prepossessed in your favour ; 
and it is of so much importance to you and to 
me that you should stand well with her, that 
I beg you to return with me at once to the 
drawing-room in order that I may present 
you." 

Juliet, too weak to have a will of her own, 
and too absent and listless to care to inquire 
how or why it was important to her to con- 
ciliate Daft Dyddy's mother, or on what plea 
she was installed as a sort of mistress in a 
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house which she had never fonnerly been per- 
mitted to enter, snffered herself to be led back 
to the state drawing-room. The gorgeous lady 
came forward to receiye her. She embraced 
her with a condescending, patronising air, 
and then remarking her extreme pallor, 
said — 

" I am snre bed's the best place for yoii, 
my dear. So go to your room at once, and, 
Dyddy, come and show me over the Castle." 

Daft Dyddy longed for a few minutes to be 
alone with his heart's idol, but he dared not 
disobey his pompous mother. He opened the 
door for Juliet, and saw her retire leaning on 
the arm of Dinah, and then he returned to the 
portly side of his mother, who said — 

" She's an interesting-looking girl, enough — 
a poor sickly mope of a thing though, I fear. 
I don't much think she'll live to make hold 
bones" (the lady was prone to drop A's when 
she ought to have used them, and to place 
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them where they were not required) ; " but I 
daresay she's a good-tempered obliging little 
'ussey, and if you've set your 'art upon her, 
I'm not one to cross true love. But come 
alongy I want to see the dining-'all and its 
hantique Galery I've 'eard so much of, but 
to tell you the truth this hunked hold- 
fashioned place gives me the blues. If it 
suits your book to stay 'ere for a time — stay 

be hall means, but I shall border my carriage 

* 

this hevening and get hoflf to Hexeter — ^hivy 
and howls gave me the 'errors. My 'ouse 
at Brighton, and my willa at 'Ornsey, are 
worth hall the hold tumble-down castles in 
Hingland." 

Daft Dyddy was not at all sorry to hear 
that his mother was determined to cut her 
visit so short. He feared that the over- 
powering presence of his gorgeous mother, 
and her very questionable antecedents, would 
prevent the delicate, sensitive, and invalid 
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Juliet from leaving her apartments, and he 
had much to say to her — much to tell her of 
the past, present, and future. There was 
much, too, that he wished to explain to her. 
He longed to re-establish a footing of intimacy 
between himself and the object of his secret 
passionate love. He felt there was no chance 
of a tete-h'tke with Juliet while his mother 
remained at the Castle. 

Juliet, he was certain, would instinctively 
shrink from his mother's overbearing manners 
and patronizing airs ; and his mother, soulless 
and exacting, would never guess that her 
room would be, as she herself would have 
expressed it, more welcome than her com- 
pany. 

Poor Daft Dyddy — or rather, we beg his 
pardon. Captain Dydymus * Armine — ^however, 
was doomed to be a slave. He had only 
changed one species of bondage for another ; 
and as from his boyhood he had been inti.- 
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mately associated with high-bred women such 
as the Countess, the late unhappy Lady 
Loftus, her daughter-in-law, and his young 
heart's idol, the refined and accomplished 
Juliet Rivers — accustomed to the language, 
the standard, the style, and the views of 
the true gentlewomen, their simple elegance 
of dress and manners — ^the assumption, the 
gorgeous attire, the faulty grammar, and bad 
pronunciation of his mother annoyed him 
beyond measure. But he dared not betray 
the slightest symptom of impatience, annoy- 
ance, or disapprobation. Lady Armine had 
trained him to suppress all outward evidence 
of inward emotion, and his dread of his 
old tyrant did not exceed that he felt of his 
new one. 



All languid and depressed as Juliet was, 
she yet could not retire to her room without 
paying a visit to the Countess of Armine, to 
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ascertain how that ill-fated lady was, after the 
hard and crushing dispensation which, if she 
were thoroughly alive to it, must break at once 
her spirit and her heart. All feelings of re- 
sentment against Lady Armine, for her hard- 
ness and cruelty to herself, were now merged 
in intense pity for her as the mother of Os- 
mond the martyr, as she always considered 
him. She felt a passionate wish to b^e of 
some service, some comfort, some use to the 
stricken mother of the man whose memory was 
to her as that of a saint. 

When Juliet entered the darkened room of 
which the air seemed heavy with a mother's 
sighs, she saw by the light of the fire that 
Beagle was fast asleep in the arm-chair. 
Juliet stepped noiselessly and on tiptoe to the 
side of the state bed, were lay the wasted 
form of the once haughty Countess. She 
sank on her knees by the bedside, and pressed 
her lips earnestly to the long, thin hand, so 
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dry and hot, that lay outside the rich coverlet 
of silk and lace. As she did so the hand 
moved and seemed . to search for the bent 
head of her whose lips had left their fervent 
kiss on her hand. 

Almost as if she would bless the kneeling 
girl, the Countess pressed her hand on that 
young head. Juliet looked up in amaze. 
Her eyes, now accustomed to the semi-gloom, 
were able to distinguish every object. She 
saw, to her surprise, that Lady Armine's large 
black Hindoo eyes were open. For a moment 
Juliet fancied she recognised her, and meant 
to bless her, but the next she was undeceived. 
The Countess murmured the words — 

" Osmond, good night ! Bless you, my son. 
Don't forget your prayers, my dear — dear 

boy! Heaven bless you; we will take a 

long walk in the woods to-morrow ; but don't 
tell Juliet Rivers — I wont have her with us. 
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I want you all to myself. Good night, my 
son ; and oh, may Heaven bless you ! " 

" Poor, poor mother," said Juliet to her- 
self, as her tears fell fast and hot on the rich 
quilt. " How merciful a dispensation is this ! 
but what will it be should she ever know 
as I do the spirit-bowing, heart-crushing 
tnith?" 

She left the room noiselessly as she had 
entered it, and heard, as she parsed out at 
the bedroom door, the Countess still invoking 
blessings on the head of her Osmond, her son; 
and Beagle, disturbed in her sleep by the 
Countess's ejaculations, saying, " I'll teach 
her to hold her noise, or I'll know the rea- 
son why, and no mistake." Juliet paused a 
moment, fearing the wretched woman might 
meditate some cruelty to her helpless lady ; 
but the Countess changed her blessings to a 
low wail, and as this was a sound to which 
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Beagle was accustomed, it did not disturb her, 
and she soon responded to it with a loud 
snore. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



And to be wroth with what we love 
Doth work like madnees in the brain. 

COLERIDaE. 



" Oh, miss ! you do look bad/' said Dinah, as 
she helped to undress Juliet. 

Dinah, like all her class, was sadly deficient 
in tact, and very fond of playing the part of 
a Job's comforter. 

*'If it wasn't for your dress and mantle 
and bonnet, miss, I should never have known 
you. As I said to Hannah when first I saw 
you get out of the carriage, ^ Well,' says I, 
* Hannah, if that's our Miss Juliet you may 
knock me down with a feather,' " 
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" I know I am very much altered, Dinah/^ 
said Juliet, ^^but not only have I suffered 
more in the last few weeks than in my whole 
life before, but I have been very ill — ^long 
and dangerously ill." 

"You must have been bad indeed, miss,*' 
persisted Dinah; "why, you're white as a 
curd, and you don't seem to have an ounce 
of flesh left on your bones, miss ; I never see 
any one look like you, miss, but my poor 
cousin Jessie, and she was in a galloping con- 
sumption. I hope that ain't the case with 
you, miss." 

" I do not hope, Dinah," said Juliet. " If 
it were God's will I should be quite resigned, 
Dinah ; I have nothing left to live for now." 

"Ah, no more have I, miss," said Dinah; 
" I've had nothing but trouble in my little 
way since I saw you last, miss." 

"Indeed, Dinah, I'm very sorry to hear 
that. What has happened to distress you ? " 
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asked Jufiet, who in her own sorrow never 
forgot that of another. 

*^ Why, my heart's fit to break, miss/' said 
Dinah; "my looks don't pity me, but I'm 
often that bad I can't eat a morsel." 

"But what are you fretting so about?" 
asked Juliet. 

" Oh, miss, it's the same old story ; Mark 
goes on growing meaner and meaner, and 
mother and all of 'em at home hates him 
worse than ever. He wouldn't subscribe to 
a present of a silver teapot that all poor 
father's old pupils wanted to present to mo- 
ther, and we've come to a regular quairel 
about that, miss. I've broke it off, miss ; I 
did it myself, because mother said she'd never 
speak to me if I kept company with him any 
longer ; but I've never had a moment's peace 
since I did it. I lies awake, miss, crying all 
night. But he doesn't seem to care ; so, of 
course, as mother says, I ought to have more 
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spirit, but I do feel such a void in my heart 
and in my life ! Ah, well, miss, I ought to 
be ashamed to go on about my trouble, while 
it's light compared to yours." 

" Dinah," said Juliet, as she laid her weary 
head, and wan, transparent cheek on the 
pillow, " how is it Daft Dyddy and his mother 



seem to be supreme here? Who has given 
them authority to do the honours and act as 
master and mistress here ?" 

" Oh, miss," said Dinah, " that's more than 
I can tell. It's the first time Captain Armine's 
man has been here at all ; but somehow or 
other he's come over Mr. Mackay, the agent, 
and they two are as thick as thick can be ; 
and while my lady's in such a bad way, and 
there isn't no master, Mr. Mackay does much 
as he pleases; and as he bows and scrapes 
before Captain Armine, the steward, and 
bailiff, and all of 'em, seem to follow suit. I 
expect we shall see some very great changes 
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Wiort loug, miss, and I ain't alone in that 
ffuiuoo, though I don't want to meddle or 
makr, miss." 

The next momiog, to Juliet's great relief 
she found that Captain Annine and his mother 
had kit the Castle the evening before. 

TV {act was, when it came to the point, 
his new tyrant did not dioose to leave him 
bdiind. 

A footman who waited on them at table, 

Bud he heard " the old lady" remind him of 

the necessity of going up to town to see some 

oelebrated lawyers about what she called 

"the appeal." The footman told Dinah that 

Daft Dyddy, or rather the Captun, seemed 

very nnwilling to go ; but the old lady was 

quite resolved, and he dared not dispute her 

wUI. 

• • • • « 

Some months passed away, and Juliet regu- 
larly paid her evening visit to Lady Anaine, 
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and always at that hour Beagle was fast 
asleep in the arm-chair. Juliet went in and 
out unperceived: every time Lady Armine 
had laid her hand on Juliet's head, she called 
her Osmond^ and blessed her. 

Juliet had raised a pure, white marble 
monument to the memory of her beloved. 
It was placed, by the advice of the old 
vicar, Mr. Duncane, in an unfrequented part 
of the churchyard, and thither Juliet used to 
repair to pray for her lover's eternal rest. 

One evening she had visited this, to her, 
sacred spot, and she had spent so much time 
kneeling and weeping at the monument, she 
had not noticed that the shades of night were 
closing round her. The spot was very lonely, 
and she was still very weak and ill. 

Hidden by a dark yew-tree, Daft Dyddy 
(of whose presence at Armine no one was 
aware) was watching Juliet with flushed 
cheeks and eyes blazing with unholy fire. As 
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he watched her, he little dreamt that he in 
his turn was watched by one concealed be- 
hind a monument. 

As Juliet rose, Daft Dyddy was about to 
spring forward and seize hold of her, when 
some huge creature that seemed to his terri- 
fied and excited fancy a lion, sprang upon 
him and held him forcibly back. 

Juliet, hearing a rush and a yell, had fled 
like a roe. Daft Dyddy, looking up in intense 
terror, and really believing that some wild 
beast had seized upon him, heard a human 
voice exclaim, 

" How dare you try to harm the brave girl 
who does not fear the Ghoul ?" 

It was the Monomaniac of the Marshes, 
who, nightly^ laid in ambush, watched over 
Juliet's safety. Yes, it was the Ghoul ! ^ 

Juliet Rivers, terrified by the sound of foot- 
steps in that remote and lonely spot, fled like 
one pursued through the churchyard, across 
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the common^ and along the winding path that 
led to the park. The wild shriek of the 
Ghoul, as he darted from his hiding-place, and 
the answering yell of Daft Dyddy when he 
found himself in the close hug of what he at 
first really believed to be a bear, came borne 
upon the evening breeze to the ear of Juliet, 
and renewed the terror that winged her 
feet. 

She had perceived neither the Ghoul nor 
Daft Dyddy, and the shrieks of the former 
and the yells of the latter seemed to her like 
the noises of conflicting demons— evil spirits 
haunting the graves of some who, as report 
said, had committed suicide, and had been 
buried at night in a lonely part of the church- 
yard, looking to the north, at the dead of 
night, and without any burial service. 

' It was a lovely night in early autumn — not 
late, for it was not quite ten o'clock ; yet, in 
most places, it would have been rash and 
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dangerous in the extreme for a young lady to 
wander out alone at that hour. But it was 
all the Armine estate. The spot was so 
secluded^ and the villagers so quiet and so 
virtuous a race, that no robber, poacher, or 
bad character of any kind was to be found 
amongst them. Some smugglers had at one 
time been in the habit of hiding kegs of spirits 
and bales of foreign goods in the cellars of 
the old ruins of St. Cuthbert's Abbey. But 
years had elapsed since the vigilance of the 
coast-guard had driven them to seek other 
hiding-places, and the reduction of the duty 
on foreign spirits, silks, and laces, had very 
much diminished the number of contraband 
dealers. 

Juliet from her childhood had been ac- 
customed to roam about the woods, the 
marshes, and the wild rocky coast of Armine, 
without a thought of danger or of fear. The 
only stranger she had ever encountered was the 
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Monomaniac of the Marshes — the Ghoul ! In 
him Juliet had found a friend. Since her 
recovery from her illness she had been very 
anxious to meet with him^ but though on 
several occasions she had sought him among 
the haunted rocks, and on his own freehold 
on the marshes, she had never obtained even 
a glimpse of him since her return to Armine 
Castle, after her long illness at Mrs. Meeke's, 
and the dreadful events that caused it. One 
reason of her never meeting with the Ghoul, 
perhaps, was the tender and watchful care 
that Dinah took of her young mistress. Since 
what Juliet believed to be the violent and 
ignominious death of her lover, no tinge of 

colour had returned to her cheeks, no ray of 

* 

joy or peace to her eyes, no smile to heii* lips. 
Her once exquisitely-rounded form was wasted 
to a shadow — she had a distressing cough — 
a rapid pulse — ^her appetite had quite forsaken 
her, and the few who saw her moving in her 
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deep mourning among the woods of Armine, 
or passing the wild sea-coast, prophesied that 
she would not be long for this world, but that 
consumption would add Juliet Bivers to its 
long list of young and beautiful victi&s. 

Pretty Dinah, who was sincerely attached 
to her young mistress, saw the havoc grief 
had made in that face of beauty and that 
form of grace, and heard the melancholy 
prophecies and doleful comments of the 
villagers and the domestics at Armine; and 
being some six or seven years older than 
Juliet, she took upon herself, in right of her 
age and experience, and still more in that of 
her devoted attachment, to establish herself 
as a sort of nurse and adviser of the melan- 
choly drooping girl. Several times Dinah's 
watchfulness had prevented Juliet (in her 
restlessness and her anxiety to see the Ghoul) 
from going out late in the dewy evening or 
at early dawn, when a sea-fog common in 
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those parts rendered the air very unwhole- 
some and improper for a creature so delicate 
and fragile as Juliet Rivers, and one who was 
already suffering from a cough that caused 
the good Vicar and Vicaress and poor Dinah 
very great anxiety. 

On the evening upon which Juliet ex- 
perienced the alarm to which we have alluded, 
Dinah was absent from the Castle, or she 
would have persuaded her young lady to 
allow her to attend her, the hour being so 
late and the churchyard so lonely and so 
distant. But Dinah had been sent for with 
great hurry by her mother, who said she was 
very anxious to see her — and Dinah, who 
knew that trouble and sorrow had stolen into 
her once happy home, did not like to absent 
herself when summoned, but determining to 
get back to the Castle as soon as possible, 
she begged Juliet's leave to go for two or 
three hours to see her mother; and Juliet, 

M 2 
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glad to be alone with her anguish and the 
haunting memories of the past, had told her to 
take her time and not hurry back. 

Juliet had planned a visit to her lover's 
monument directly she heard of Dinah's visit 
to her home. When Dinah took her leave 
of her young mistress, and Juliet so glad to 
be free from all interference, and alone, she 
little thought how delighted she should feel 
to see the faithful girl again. But so it was. 
As Juliet, urged on by terror, sped along the 
wooded winding path that led to the park 
gates, she was much comforted to discover, by 
the light of the newly risen moon, Dinah trip- 
ping gaily along to meet her. 

The thoughtful Abigail had brought a 
warm shawl and a pair of goloshes with her, 
and she had a small lantern in her hand. 
Dinah knew how dark it was in the woods, 
and how fond Juliet was of roaming there. 
She thought it likely that she might find her 
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where the overreaching branches of the tree? 
shut out the light of the sinking day and 
that of the moon by night. There Dinah's 
lantern would have enabled them to find their 
way home. 

" Oh, Dinah !" cried Juliet ; ** dear, kind, 
thoughtful Dinah I I am so glad to see you ! 
I have had such a terrible fright, Dinah. I 
was kneeling in the churchyard, kneeling and 
praying by the monument-his monument. 
I had been there an hour, perhaps more, but 
it comforted me to pray for him there. My 
prayers seemed to ascend to Heaven, and to 
bring down angels of faith, hope, and comfort 
into my poor distracted heart. When sud- 
denly I heard a rustling in the yard and 
cypress trees, and I am certain, too, I heard 
footsteps — a man's footsteps. I did not dare 
look round, but rising from my knees, I sped 
away like lightning out of the churchyard ; 
and just as I rushed down the bank, I heard 
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the most nnearthlj noises. A wild shriek, to 
which a wilder yell responded. These hide- 
ous sounds were repeated several times ; but 
as I fled like a frightened hare, I was soon 
far away from the churchyard, and the sounds 
grew fainter; but I had been dreadfully 
frightened, Dinah, and now that I have 
reached the park gates, I should not have 
had any feeling of security had I not met 
you, my kind, thoughtful Dinah, coming to 
meet me." 

'' Oh, mLss,'' ssud Dinah, '^ directly I found 
you'd come out in the night air, I felt so 
uneasy about you, and your cough so bad, 
too. I resolved to start off at once; I 
guessed, miss, where you were gone; but, 
miss, now we are where the grass is long, do 
let me put you on your goloshes, and have 
this warm shawl, miss. Your cough goes to 
my heart, miss.'' 

Juliet complied, and then, ever kind, and 
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unselfish, and thoughtful ahout others, she 
sfud, 

"How 13 your mother, Dinah? I hope 
you did not find her in any great trouble — 
did you ?" 

"I fonnd her in great and sore trouble, 
miss," said Dinah, " but I left her in very good 
spirits and quite comfortable ; and oh, miss, 
to whom do you think I owe it that mother's 
got a roof over her head this blessed mght, 
and that every stock of furniture isn't seized, 
even to the very bed from under her ?" 

"My poor Dinah," said Juliet, "I think I 
can guess — to your own and only love — your 
first true love — your wronged, devoted, faith- 
ful Mark!" 

" Tes, miss, to Mean Mark, as they used 
to call him at home. Brothers and mother 
never called him no other, because he wouldn't 
spend his hard earnings in treats and junket- 
ings. He was compared with that young 
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draper, miss, who wanted to keep company 
with me ; and you may remember, miss, I told 
you he gave mother a spun silk gown and a 
handsome shawl. Well, miss, he's broke, and 
I've heard that he said he never liked me, 
though he offered to me, but that he saw 
what was coming, and thought very likely, as 
I'd been so long in good service, I'd saved a 
tidy bit of money ; and if I hadn't, I'd a good 
head and choice hands, and I could keep him 
if the worst came to the worst." 

" I congratulate you, my dear good Dinah!" 
said Juliet, much affected. She could not 
help thinking of her first and only love, and 
how he had idolized her, and how it all came 
to pass. 

" Well, miss, while you were so ill, my bro- 
thers and young grew very intimate. 

He'd quite won mother's favour by his fine 
presents ; but it wasn't much for him to give 
things away, as he never meant to pay for 
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them, but to cheat his creditors by making 
himself a bankrupt However, mother, poor 
dear, knew nothing of that; she thought he 
was very steady, and even a pious young 
man. He made believe he was. But he 
was followed, miss. He got over my brothers 
with his hypocrisy, and got them to join him 
in bills ; and as he couldn't pay, the parties 
arrested Joe and Tom, and in order to prevent 
their going to prison, mother had to give up 
all she'd saved for her rent and other things, 
and when rent-day came she couldn't pay, and 
it was in that great trouble she sent for me 
to-day, miss, and " 

Here Dinah burst into tears. 

" Go on, my good dear Dinah !" said Juliet. 
" I do not wonder that you weep. I can guess 
the rest. You found your lover there." 

"Yes, miss, and no one else. Brothers, 
downright ashamed of themselves, had set off 
to London to try to get work there; and 
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there sat poor mother with an execution in 
the house, and nide men knocking about her 
poor old-fashioned furniture, and making fun 
of it, and taking an inventorj, and pricing 
everything at a tenth part of its yalue ; but 
Mark, Mean Mark, miss, my Mark passing 
by, saw two of the bailiflb smoking and drink- 
ing at the door, and he knew them by sight, 
so he asked them a few questions, and got at 

the rights of it, and then he went to to 

the bank there, and he came back and went 
in and spoke to poor mother and kissed her 
hand — he'd never done that before — but he 
did it to show respect to her in her trouble, to 
cheer her up, and make the baili£& and the 
appraiser know their places better. Wasn't 
that noble, miss? That wasn't mean — ^was 
it, miss ? And then he paid the baili£& every 
farthing that was owing and sent them off, 
and this had just happened when I got 
there." 
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'* Oh ! Dinah, what did you do ? — ^what did 
you say to him ?" 

" Well, miss, nothing at first, for poor mo- 
ther was so overcome, she'd fainted dead away 
in Mark's arms, and a hard struggle we had to 
bring her to." 

" But you guessed the truth, Dinah," said 
Juliet. 

" I did partly, miss ; and when mother was 
quite herself, she said, 

" * Oh, Mark, what can I ever do to show 
my penitence and my gratitude ? You've acted 
not only like a son, but like the very best of 
sons. How can I ever repay you ?' 

" ^ By making me your son in reality,' said 
Mark. * Give me Dinah to wife, and I shall 
be richly rewarded. You parted us ; now you 
must join us. She has said she loves me, but 
though she promised never to marry another 
while I lived, she wouldn't give me any hope 
unless I could get you to agree, and I loved 



172 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

and respected her all the more for her dutiful 
conduct to you. Good daughters make good 
wives ; and if you'll give me Dinah I am sure 
she'll be as dutiful, faithful, and loving to me 
as she has been to you. So good a daughter 
must make a good wife.' " 

" And what did your mother say ?" asked 
Juliet. " I hope she made no difficulty." 

"She couldn't say much, miss. She was 
half-chokedwith her feelings. We were all cry- 
ing and sobbing by this time — Mark as bad as 
any of us ; but mother took his hand and mine 
and joined them together, and the words Hake 
her, Mark, you've won her nobly, and may God 
bless you both,' burst out of her very heart. 
Mother left us alone after this, miss, and went 
up to her room to try to compose herself a 
little. Mark then told me he'd never been 
mean or miserly, and it had stung him to the i 

soul to find everyone thought him so ; but 
that which cut him to the heart was my be- 
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ing made to believe it, miss. He said, miss, 
he'd foreseen there'd be a smash some day ; 
he's laid by something to make mother com- 
fortable, and start her in a little business, when 
he takes away her main prop, as he calls me." 

" And when are you to be married, Dinah ?" 
asked Juliet. 

" I told Mark, miss, I must see you a little 
better first." 

" dh, Dinah," said Juliet, " don't disappoint 
such a man. He should be your first con- 
sideration. In any and every rank of life, if 
a woman is so fortunate, so blest I might say, 
as to win such love as Mark has shown for 
you, he ought to be her first object. You are 
a great comfort to me, Dinah, and when you 
are married I shall miss you sadly, but I can 
bear that inconvenience better than the 
thought that owing to me an affection so rare 
and so sublime as Mark's has been in any de- 
gree slighted or wounded." 
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"Oh! but, miss, to tell you the truth," 
said Dinah, "the helping mother so generously 
has rather drained Mark's purse. He's got a 
good bit of pride to his o« way, mU, ; and 
he wouldn't like to marry until he's got a very 
good home to take me to. He's as happy as 
a prince now, miss, that mother agrees to our 
being engaged, and that is something certain 
to look forward to. So you see, miss, it's all 
for the best; you may cheer up a bit and be 
more yourself by the time we're in circum- 
stances to begin housekeeping. I dare say, 
miss, it will be a matter of four or five years 
before we've money enough to live as Mark 
would like. You may be quite well and cheer- 
ful by that time, miss." 

Juliet sighed. What difference could any 
number of years make to her and her grief ? 
Hitherto the lapse of time had only caused 
her more fully to realize her terrible loss. 
Spring, season of hope ; spring, with its birds 
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and flowers which had been so dear to him ; 
spring had brought her nothing but despair. 
Summer, golden summer time, when her holi- 
days were spent at.Armine, and he was always 
by her side. Oh, how every beauty of golden 
summer renewed poor Juliet's grief! And 
now brown autumn was come, and the rich 
fruits were ripening against the sunny walls, 
but nevermore would his dear hand select the 
choicest for her. The roses of summer had 
succeeded to the lilacs, laburnums, violets, 
and primroses of spring. The dahlias and the 
chrysanthemums of autumn would succeed to 
the roses of summer ; but what season could 
ever bring back the eyes, the smile that had 
made all seasons dear and welcome to her ? 

It is thus with all who really love in the 
first months, ay, we might say years, of 
bereavement. Every day brings before them 
more vividly the certainty that their heart's 
darling is gone for ever. But when time has 
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mellowed tiiar first agooy into a soft regret — 

>' Wboi thai fint vikl bout of ugoiBh 
Shall hare wept itadf m**j — " 

theQ the; will own with all mourners who 
hare SDirired thdr first despair, that time 
does hriog healing on his wings, and though 
they can neYer smile as they bare smiled, nor 
hope as they bare hoped before the deluge of 
the heart arrived, yet at last the Dove of Peace 
wiU find a resting-place there, and Besignation 
and Faith will sapptat them on their lonely 
way to the grave. 

Joliet !^vers was as yet far, very far, from 
this stage in her grieL Her loss became 
every day more bitter and more real, and it 
seemed imposable to her that a snccesdon of 
years should reconcile her to her loss. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

The flight of time and rivers is the same, 
Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 
Alike irrevocable both when past, 
And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 

COWPER. 

Five years have glided by. All Ley den is 
ringing with the praises and the fame of a 
young Englishman, who has distinguished 
himself, as none had ever done before, in the 
time-honoured University of Leyden. It was 
to Herr John Smith (or, as they had it, 
Johanu Smidt) that the first prizes were 
awarded. Upon him the highest honours 
were conferred. He was so gentle, so unas- 
suming, so free from conceit, pride, pretension 
and presumption, that no one envied him his 
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triumphs or grudged him his good fortune. 
Some of his rivals, however, in talking over 
the public examinations with their families 
and ^friends, accounted for Herr Johann 
Smidt's success by his entire devotion to 
study. 

"He cares for nothing else," said Fritz 
Schonberg, a handsome young fellow of great 
talent and promise, and who had competed 
with Herr John Smith in Classics and 
Science. 

"The time which most men spend at 
theatres, parties, and balls, he devotes to 
study." 

" He frequents no public places." 

" He never even smokes," said one. 

" Nor drinks," cried another. 

" He is a very reserved, shy, mysterious, 
unsociable fellow," cried a third. 

" I don't know what to make of him," said 
a fourth. 
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" He never looks at a woman, and yet he 
shuns the society of men/' 

"He is equally independfent of love and 
friendship/' cried another. 

" Except in the case of Heinrich Edelberg. 
I have remarked that Johann Smidt and Hein- 
rich Edelberg do sometimes take a long walk 
together; they are both quiet, melancholy 
bookworms, and I feel certain both have been 
crossed in love," said Albert Eonnig. 

" I suppose," said Fritz, " it is owing to 
Heinrich Edelberg's influence and advice, and 
to his wonderful success as a physician, that 
Johann Smidt has graduated in medicine." 

" Do you think he means to practise here ?" 
asked a sentimental German blonde. " I 
never see him but I think of Werther. He 
is so handsome and so interesting !" 

" Johann would not have much trouble in 
finding a belle blonde ready to play Charlotte 
to his Werther," said a hirsute student, re- 
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dolent of tobacco, who had long had an eye 
to the fair sentimentalist and her thalers 
(Anglicey crowns) himself. 

^' Johann Smidt seems to have no friends, 
no relatives," said Fritz. 

" No ; in five years that he has been here 
he has only had three visits, and always from 
the same person — a quiet gentlemanly man 
enough, but with nothing of the personal 
beauty, thfe romantic expression, or the aris- 
tocratic air of Johann Smidt." 

" He only has a letter once every quarter, 
and I have remarked that after receiving that 
epistle, he is much more dejected and reserved 
than ever," said Hans Schloss. 

« 

"I know for certain that his melan<iholy 
arises from some affair of the heart," said 
Fritz; "I am convinced that he has been 
crossed in love." 

^^ You may guess it ; you cannot be certain 
of it, Fritz," said Hans. 
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" Yes, I am certain of it. One night, that 
I had betted with Carl Claus that I would 
walk along the stone ledge that goes all round 
the quadrangle, from his rooms to mine, I 
passed Johann Smidt's window. The blind 
was down, but there was a crevice through 
which I contrived to peep; he was sitting 
with his back to the window, and in his 
hand was a picture — a miniature painted on 
ivory of the most beautiful female face I ever 
beheld." 

" A dark or a fair beauty ?" asked the belle 
blonde. 

"An imknown beauty,'' said Carl — "I 
hardly ever beheld such an exquisite bloom, 
or so arch and enchanting an expression. 
The large hazel eyes seemed to sparkle and to 
melt, and the sweet lips to smile at me. The 
rich tresses (of a golden auburn) floated on 
the bust of a Venus. As the light of Johann's 
reading-lamp fell full on the picture, I saw it 
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as distinctly as if I had had it in my hand^ 
and I read the words — 

* Juliet, aetat 17. June Gth, IS—' 
I saw Johannes tears, too, fall on the glass 
that covered the ivory, and as I did not wish 
to pry into his grief, I crept away." 

" What a rash, silly fellow you are, Carl !" 
said Fritz. ^^ That ledge would scarcely afford 
a footing for a cat. It is a wonder you were 
not dashed to pieces. It proves the truth 
of the old proverb, 'Naught man comes to 
harm.' " 

•* And you shall prove its falsehood, Fritz," 
said Carl, pretending to be very angry with 
him — ^but it was only pretence. They were 
fast friends, and went away smoking together 
through the streets of Leyden, very amicably. 

The reader has discovered by this time that 
Herr Johann Smidt was no other than our 
old friend Osmond Armine. 

The friend who had visited him three times 
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at Leyden, and who wrote to him on an 
average once in three months, was Paul Paley. 
The portrait which Carl had seen in Johann's 
hand was one which Juliet Rivers had had 
taken just before leaving Hyde Park House. 
The drawing master at that establishment 
was a miniature painter too, and one of 
great talent. All the young ladies were very 
anxious to have their miniatures taken by 
him. Among the rest Juliet was taken. 
She gave the miniature (which was an ex- 
quisite one and a perfect likeness, to poor Os- 
mond, when he was in prison at Exeter. 

The sweet face seemed to brighten up his 
dreary cell. 

He could not feel quite desolate, quite 
lonely, while he could press that beautiful, 
loving face to his bosom, or ga^ at the sweet 
features until the eyes and lips seemed to re- 
spond to his melancholy smile. 

During Osmond's trial Paul Paley had 



J 



184 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

taken care of his treasure for him, to restore 
it to him when he set out on his travels. 
At one time it would have been a great 
sacrifice to Paul to have restored that Hebe 
face, with its laughing lustre and its bewitch- 
ing tenderness. But now there was a face 
— a very fair face — a saint-like face, with 
braided hair and downcast eyes, much dearer 
to Paul than the laughing loveliness of his 
first idol. 

As the calm-faced moon sways the tides, 
so did the sweet face of Tryfena Meeke sway 
every emotion of Paul Paley's breast at this 
time. When first Osmond Armine became a 
student at the University of Leyden (in pre- 
ference to emigrating to the Gold-fields) he 
had, as his young contemporaries had stated, 
resisted all advances, checked all attempts at 
intimacy, and continued, in the midst of youth, 
gaiety, society, and dissipation, to live a lonely 
life. 
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He had a thorough knowledge of Gennan 
when he was first admitted as a student. His 
education in England had been at once solid 
and brilliant, and his talents were of the high- 
est order. 

The mysterious child murder at Armine 
Castle, and its disastrous results as affecting 
himself, had prevented his passing his exami- 
nation at Oxford, but then it had been con- 
fidentlj expected by his tutors and his fellow 
collegians that he would take a first-class in 
Classics, and distinguish himself in mathe- 
matics. The long-headed tutors of the Uni- 
versity of Leyden soon discovered that in 
John Smith (as Osmond Armine had been 
advised by Paul Paley to call himself) they 
had a student who would reflect high honour 
on their ancient and celebrated institution. 
All the inmates of the University, both pro- 
fessors and pupils, were lavish of compliments 
and attentions to the young stranger whose 
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entire devotion to study interested the tutors, 
while his charms of person and his high-bred 
manners won the affections of the pupils. 

But vain were all the efforts of both to win 
any confidence from Osmond Armine alias 
Johann Smidt. Solitary study and lonely 
walks filled up all- the time he was not obliged 
to spend in the schools. He refused politely, 
gratefully, but resolutely, every invitation. 
He shunned every public place — church only 
excepted — and then his demeanour reminded 
one of Byron's Franciscans who were seen 

^^ At such with downcast eyes 
That conquered hearts they ceased to prize/' 

There was a furore among the Leyden 
beauties about the English hermit, as Johann 
Smidt was called. But he was not even 
aware of his popularity. The only person 
whose society he did not fly from and shun 
was a young professor of medicine (by birth 
a Dane), who was almost as melancholy and 
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reserved as Osmond himself. This young 
man, by name Heinrich Edelberg, was gifted 
with singular powers of mind. His person, 
however, was gaunt and deformed. His long 
tawny hair was combed back from his massive 
sallow forehead, and fell like a lion's mane on 
his high square shoulders, one of which formed 
a sort of hunch on his back. . His eyes, red 
and swollen with study (by candlelight), were 
protected by green goggles, and the whole of 
the lower part of the face was a mass of tawny 
coloured beard and moustaches. His manners 
were reserved and even repulcdve. He had 
loved, as those silent solitary scholars love. 
Of course he had loved in vain. A small, 
slight, pretty-faced, curly-headed, moustached 
waltzer, who could lisp flattery in a lady's ear 
and who was the best waltzer at Leyden, had 
won in a few hours the love Heinrich Edel- 
berg had sighed for in vain for years. 

The human heart must attach itself to some 
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one-^— Osmond, or rather Johann Smidt, had 
determined to follow medicine as a profession. 

The professor under whom Osmond studied 
this first and noblest of sciences was Heinrich 
Edelberg. The result was that a strong 
friendship sprang up between the tutor and 
the student. Heinrich Edelberg had a great 
reputation, and an extensive practice in Ley- 
den and the surrounding country. He advised 
Osmond to graduate in medicine, and to enter 
into partnership with him. 

Dr. Heinrich Edelberg's spScialite was the 
cure of what had hitherto been thought incur- 
able — consumption. As his reputation in- 
creased, people brought consumptive relatives 
from a great distance to place them under his 
care. To Osmond, whom he loved with a 
devoted and exclusive attachment, he confided 
the secret of the system which had snatched 
so many young and beautiful victims from the 
skeleton arms of Death. Whether Osmond 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 189 

had confided the terrible secret of his life to 
Dr. Edelberg or not we cannot tell, but it is 
certain the physician was always in a fever of 
anxiety when his young friend was out a few 
moments beyond the time he expected him 
home ; and that on the arrival at Leyden of 
an influx of English visitors, among whom 
was a noble family from the neighbourhood of 
Exeter, Dr. Edelberg, having at that time no 
consumptive patients uncured at Leyden, 
suddenly resolved upon a professional tour, 
and he and Osmond Armine, alias Dr. Johann 
Smidt, set off together. 

Now it so happened that a little while before 
the departure on their travels of the two 
young doctors^ Paul Paley had paid Osmond 
one of his rare and very welcome visits. To 
the anxious inquiries of the latter about his 
still idolized Juliet, Paul Paley had reluctant- 
ly replied that it was feared Juliet Rivers was 
becoming consumptive. 
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'^I have not attended her profes^onally 
myself/' he said, ^' for the same old twaddler 
who visits Lady Armine prescribes for her. 
He is a physician, and, of course, a ^neral 
practitioner like myself is a mere vulgarian, 
or nobody in his dim old prejudiced eyes ; but 
I called at the Castle not very long ago with 
Mrs. Meeke and her daughter, and I saw 
Juliet on that occasion." 

^' And how did she look then ?'' asked Os- 
mond, turning deadly pale. 

Paul shook his head. 

" I will not deceive you, dear friend." he 
said; ^^she seemed the mere shadow of a 
shade. It is a marvel how anything so spirit- 
like, so white, and so fragile, can tread this 
earth or breathe this air at all. She has a 
distressing cough, and from what Dinah, the 
good girl who waits on her, said to me — ^you 
remember Dinah — she is gradually dying of 
love for you." 
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" Oh !" said Osmond, much excited, " how 
I wish Edelberg could see her! He could 
save her ! Oh ! it must, it shall be !" 

" It might be," cried Paul. " You know, 
of course, by the papers I sent you, and by 
my last letters, that the mother of Daft Dyddy 
has proved beyond a doubt that she was not 
the mistress of your father's youngest brother, 
of your uncle, Bertrand Dydymus, in short, 
but his wife. It seems, you see, they were 
secretly married from the first, but she was 
solemnly sworn never to reveal the secret of 
her private marriage unless by some chance 
or other the heirs in the direct line failed, 
when she was allowed to reveal the truth for 
the sake of the son." 

^^ She has been a long time without it," said 
Osmond, rather satirically. 

" She has, for many proofs were required, 
and some of these were missing. At length, 
hoWever, she has proved her marriage with 
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your uncle to the satisfaction of the House 
of Lords ; and just before I started she had 
obtained another great triumph/' 

'^ And what is that ?'' asked Osmond. 

^^ She has, through her zeal, energy, and 
some secret influence, which, it is whispered^ 

she possesses over old Lord , obtained the 

restoration — on behalf of her son. Daft Dyddy 
— of the title forfeited when you were so 
wrongfully condemned, and, as everyone sup- 
posed, executed. And Daft Dyddy, your mo- 
ther's wretched scapegoat ^sigejSouffre-douJeury 
the half-witted cripple, who was so entirely de- 
pendent on Lady Armine, and whose situation, 
but for you and poor Juliet, would have been 
much more intolerable even than it was, is 
now Earl of Armine !" 

'' Daft Dyddy Earl of Armine !" cried Os- 
mond, much moved ; '^ and what then has be^ 
come of my poor afflicted mother, and of Juliet?" 

*' They are still at Armme Castle," replied 
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Paul Paley. " Lady Armine, as I told you, 
continues much in the same state as what she 
was in before the trial. She is not actually 
crazy or irrational, but her memory of recent 
events has, by a merciful interposition of 
Providence, quite forsaken her. I hear she 
fancies you are still at Oxford, and every day 
she expects you back, and she herself super- 
intends the preparation of your rooms for your 
reception, and she has flowers brought her 
with which she decorates them. She then 
orders for your dinner all the dishes you used 
to like. When the hour approaches at which 
you were wont to amve from Oxford, she 
desires Burgh to order the carriage, and she 
drives to the station to meet you. This she 
does every day of her life, and when she finds 
you have not arrived, she says, ^ Something 
has detained him, but he'll be sure to come 
to-morrow,' and she returns to the Castle." 
" Poor mother !" said . Osmond, with tears 
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in his «ye8, " what will she do if she is obliged 
to leave the Castle." 

"Oh! I hope Daft Dyddy— I beg his 
pardon — ^the present Earl of Armine, will 
not dream of removing her. It might prove 
fatal, and, indeed, as he is and has been, I 
believe, from his boyhood, passionately in 
love with Juliet Eivers, and the departure 
of Lady Armine would, of course, compel her 
too to leave the Castle, I fancy he will do all 
he can to keep both ladies there !" 

" But Juliet ! my loved, my loving, my 
lovely Juliet," said Osmond, much agitated ; 
" it is, indeed, then that her fine constitution 
has given way, that her health has broken 
down under the weight of woe — ^that she, 
that Hebe of youth and bloom, is likely to die 
by the slow torture of consumption !" 

" Alas ! dear friend," said Paul, " I fear 
much that it may be so— I am not certain of 
it — for, as I told you, I have not attended 
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her, but I fear from her emaciation, her trans- 
parency — which reminds one of alabaster or 
even crystal, the hectic rose on her hollow 
cheek, the unnatural brightness of her beauti- 
ful eyes, and, above all, her cough — I fear — *' 

" Oh ! Paul, if Edelberg could but see her, 
attend her, prescribe for her, 1 feel certain 
he would save her ! The cures I have seen 
him perform, and in what seemed to be the 
last stages of consumption, would, in England, 
be pronounced marvellous. He has a system 
— discovered by himself, and of which he has 
imparted the secret to me. It is simple, 
rational, and, I firmly believe, infallible ! 
Oh ! that he could attend my Juliet !" 

" It is not impossible that he should do so," 
said Paul Paley. " His renown has reached 
England ; his cures are already talked of there. 
I will cause it to be still more so. I will " 
write an article or two, and a few letters in 
The Medical Observer and The Probe^ in which 
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I will expatiate on the incurability of consump- 
tion, and allude to the cures effected by Dr. 
Edelberg of Leyden. These papers shall be 
sent to Daft Dyddy, or rather, Lord Armine. 
I am much mistaken if he does not write at 
once to request Dr. Edelberg to name his own 
terms for giving up all other practice for a 
time, in order to come over to England and 
devote all his skill and all his time and care to 
the cure of Juliet." 

" Oh, Paul, you are — ^you ever have been 
— ^my guardian angel!" said Osmond, trem- 
bling with emotion. 

" I think I can ensure the desired object, 
dear frimd," said Paul,—" leave it to me, 
and above all, take care that I am made ac- 
qu^nted with your movements and your 
whereabouts during your tour with Dr. Edel- 
berg, that I may know how to direct to him, 
if, as I fully expect. Lord Armine (late Daft 
Dyddy) consults me on the subject. In the 
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meantime, do you continue to awaken big, 
Edelberg's, interest in the lovely sufferer, that 
will predispose him to accept the engagement, 
which I will take care shall be a most liberal 
one!" 

Soon after this conversation Paul Paley 
departed, and the two doctors set out on their 
tour. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



My heart untrarelled fondly tarns to theeJ* 



^ n monte k cheval poor tromper ses eonemis, 
Le chagrin monte en cronpe et voyage avec loL'' 

BOILEAU. 



Very varied and very beautiful was the 
scenery, and very interesting the ancient 
towns through which Drs. Heinrich Edelberg 
and Johann Smidt passed. Alas! no snow- 
dad mountains, no dark forests of stately pines 
encamped at their feet and ascending their 
slopes, no fantastic waterfalls or flowery vales, 
could wean the thoughts of the youngs 
tourist from the memory of Armine Castle, 
nnd of the wasted form of his idolized Juliet 
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lying on her bed of sickness in her darkened 
room. The vision of the fair, devoted, and 
now shadowy girl of his heart, seemed to him 
to wander in her drooping loneliness through 
every aisle of the forest, to sit by every foun- 
tain, and to kneel at every shrine. He heard 
her sweet, soothing voice in the mountain 
breeze. Every flower of the forest fading in 
the noonday sun spoke to him of Juliet. 

Ere long Dr. Edelberg has won from his 
young friend the cause of his increased dejec- 
tion and morbid restlessness. How could Os- 
mond deny that some new terror, some fresh 
anguish was preying upon his spirits, when 
directly he reached some ancient city, rich in 
treasures of art and buildings, of beauty and 
interest, he rushed off to the Poste Restante, 
there to inquire, with white lips, for letters 
from Paul Paley, containing tidings of Juliet. 
The ice once broken, Osmond revealed to his 
friend the cause of his misery. Dr. Edelberg, 
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intensely interested in all cases of consumption, 
and especially in one in which the sufierer 
was so dear to his friend, announced his readi- 
ness to give up all other plans and prospects, 
to devote himself entirely to the cure of Juliet 
Eivers, if he were, indeed, summoned to 
Armine Castle by the new Earl of Armine. 

Osmond saw how much this excellent man, 
gifted physician, and true friend, was in ear- 
nest, when he found him prolonging his stay 
at Cologne, in order to try a variety of new 
experiments connected with the perfecting his 
system. And as some of them were accom- 
panied with no inconsiderable risk, this excel- 
lent man resolved to try them on himself 
rather than expose to the slightest danger 
any other human being. In the hospitals 
there were friendless patients, on whom he 
might hatfS experimented with impunity; 
there were half-starved paupers, who would 
have placed their skeleton forms at his dis- 
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posal for a few crowns; but Dr. Edelberg 
relieved their wants without endangering their 
lives. He would risk no one but himself. 

Had Osmond known that Edelberg incurred 
any peril in the experiments he was daily try- 
ingy he would have compelled him to desist ; 
but pre-occupied and absorbed, as all true 
lovers are, he was unmindful of what was 
passing around him, and perhaps, after all, 
what might have been dangerous in the hands 
of a less experienced and less skilful experi- 
mentalist, was not so in those of the renowned 
Dr. Heinrich Edelberg, of Leyden. 

One day, Osmond, disappointed at not 
hearing from Paul Faley, and aware that a 
letter might be awaiting him at Strasburg, 
proposed to Dr. Edelberg to set out for that 
city, and return to him the next day. Dr. 
Edelberg, much excited about a new experi- 
ment, consented at once. Osmond set off in 
a Khine steamer, and reached Strasburg that 



202 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

evening. He rushed to the Post Restante. 
There was. a letter for him from Paul Paley. 
He merely said : — 

"Dear Friend, — Lord Armine is very 
anxious that your celebrated friend should at- 
tend Juliet. The reports that have reached 
England of his wonderful cures have caused 
great excitement in the medical world. He 
has already two strong parties, pre and con. 
His lordship begs Dr. Edelberg to name his 
own terms, but to lose no time to set off, if 
possible, the moment he receives this letter. 
He encloses a cheque for travelling expenses. 
Let me impress on you, dearest friend, the 
necessity of remaining abroad. I know how 
intense your anxiety will be. I can fully 
sympathize with it, and I can indulge you so 
far as to consent to your moving to the coast. 
There everything of moment shall be conveyed 
to you by telegrams ; but, for your own sake, 
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for mine, and for your Juliet's, do not venture 
to England. Some paragraphs have appeared 
lately, darkly hinting at some strange and 
mysterious discoveries relative to the murder 
at Armine Castle. They were cleverly inter- 
woven with some admirable remarks on cir- 
cumstantial evidence and capital punishment, 
and allusions were made to the fervent ad- 
dress to the judge and jury by one who after- 
wards suffered the extreme penalty of the 
law, in a cause cSUbre of some five years ago, 

at E . I shall call on the editor, and try 

to fathom the meaning of all this. * Heaven 
grant something may have been discovered — 
some clue found. There is great excitement 
about it. Again, I say, be more than ever 
cautious. Send off Edelberg directly, and 
get to Ostend, where you will find a letter. 

Tours devoted, 

*^PaulPalet. 

" P.S. — ^The Countess is much as usual — 
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certainly no worse — and Juliet is with her at 
the Castle. I have heard that the new Earl 
has said he would give fiye thousand pounds 
to saye Juliet's lif e ! He is all devotion to her. 
Cm bono? She has told him (I hear) that she 
can never love again ; but, of course^ an Etui 
with 20,000?. a year is not ready to despair." 
Osmond had no sooner read this painfully 
exciting letter than he set off for Cologne, and 
several times the words ^^ Edelberg will save 
her !" burst from his lips. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



Meanwhile the pale lady grew whiter and whiter, 
Aa the poplar pales when the keen winds smite her. 

Owen Mekedith. 



It was exactly as Paul Faley had said. Da|t 
Dyddy's mother had proved that she had 
been privately married to the Hon. Bertrand 
Armine. She had proved, too, that Dyddy 
had been bom in wedlock. And her secret 
influence with an old Cabinet minister, in that 
time very powerful, had caused the restora- 
tion of the forfeited title of Armine on behalf 
of her son. 

As Paul Paley said, Dyddy's mother had 
been a long time collecting proofs and getting 
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them admitted ; and that done, a long process 
was that of getting the title restored in iavour 
of Daft Dydymus. But her energy, her per- 
severance, and her maternal ambition, were 
cro¥n[ied with success. Failing all heirs in 
the direct line, Dyddy was heur to the title 
and estates, and the mother pleaded eloquent- 
ly that it was hard he should lose his rights 
and be punished for another's crime. 

# # ♦ • * 

It was a grand day for Daft Dyddy, the 
new Earl, when, as Lord Armine, a peer of 
the realm, and possessor of the whole Armine 
property (the old Countess's dower and Dar- 
win House alone excepted), he made his entry 
into the Tillage in an open carriage, drawn by 
four greys, and with his handsome, showy 
mother, all silks, satins, feathers, and jewels, 
by his side. The bells were ringing out a 
merry peal. All the tenantry and the la- 
bouring classes were in their best, and the 
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children strewed flowers along the path. 

Juliet was not at that time confined to her 
room. She was unaware of the approach of 
the new earl and his mother. No one liked 
to tell her that they were coming as lord and 
lady of Armine Castle. Even Dinah feared 
the effect of such a shock on the young 
mourner's enfeebled frame. 

Juliet was in the library when the carriage 
drove up to the entrance. She was reclining 
on a sofa reading, through her tears, Tenny- 
son's ** In Memoriam " — ^that book so dear to 
all mourners, because it is the eloquent ex- 
ponent of a love strong as death, of the fever 
of vain longing, and of a liffi-long regret. 

The door was thrown open, and in came 
the new Earl of Armine and his superb 
mamma. The new-comers approached Juliet, 
shook hands with her cordially, patronizingly, • 
and begged her not to be flurried or alarmed, 
but to make herself quite at home. The new 
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earl's mother threw herself on the sofa from 
which Juliet had just risen^ and said — 

" I'm sorry, child, to see you so much fallen 
away. Why, I shouldn't have known you 
if I'd seen you anywhere but at Harmine 
Castle." 

" I have been very ill," said Juliet. 

" And very unsettled in your mind I dare- 
say, my dear," said the fine lady. " I sup- 
pose you've 'card the noos — I mean about 
Dydymus there and the title." 

''I did hear that Captain Armine was 
trying to get it restored." 

" Well, child, he has not tried in vain. He 
took his seat in the House of Lords yesterday, 
as the Hearl of Harmine — the twelfth Hearl of 
Harmine — the hestates go with the title, and 
'ere 'e is Lord of the Castle in which 'e was 
treated so shameful by hold Lady Harmine. 
There's hups and downs for you, child ! Why 
don't you wish the Earl joy ?" 
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**Alas!*' said Juliet, "if it is thus, what 
will become of the poor Countess ? It would 
kill her to remove her from a place so dear 
to her." 

" Well, she'll have to budge," said the 
vulgar unfeeling woman. " She must pack 
off bag and baggage in double quick time." 

" Poor Lady Armine !" said Juliet, clasping 
her thin white hands and bursting into tears. 
" Alas ! whither shall we go?" 

Juliet cried. The new earl coming for- 
ward 

"Listen to me! Lady Armine was the 
cruel inhuman tyrant of my early life, as in- 
deed she was of yours, and were I of a vin- 
dictive temper I should glory in the oppor- 
tunity of punishing her for her brutality of 
many a long and bitter year. But you, Juliet, 
were kind, ever gentle, and for your sake I will 
forgive all, and let the haughty and now crazy 
old Countess live on in the Castle, fancying 
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herself still its mistress, or rather its tyrant 
You of course will feel that where her home is 
yours is too." 

** Thank you," said Juliet. " I should not 
like to leave her ladyship." 

" Well, I never ! — did you ever V said Mrs. 

. ** Hout with it, Dyddy, tell her what 

you mean," 

** Juliet," said Lord Armine, trembling and 
turning pale, " in return for the sacrifice of my 
just revenge, in allowing the Countess to re- 
main here, I hope, nay I expect, that you, 
whom I have idolized, adored, worshipped, 
from my boyhood, will try to repay my affec- 
tion and, some time, to accept me as your 
husband." 

" Alas I alas !" said Juliet, " my heart is in 
the grave of a martyr." 

''A murderer, you mean," said the earl's 
mother ; ** did you ever hear the like?" 

" Juliet," said Lord Armine, •* give me hope 
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that time may wean you from the past ; give 
me a promise that, on some far future day, 
when the wound in your dear heart is healed, 
you will try to give me, if not your love, your 
confidence, your friendship, your hand. Don't 
answer me now, dear, dearest Juliet? Re- 
member, I make no stipulation ; I wish you to 
stay with the Countess here and make this 
Castle your home in any case, and I trust to 
time and your own heart to plead for me, 
and obliterate the memory of — of a mur- 
derer." 

*^ Stoopid I why can't you speak hout — a 
mean, sneaking, crool, savage murderer, of 
a 'elpless hinfant, is your nephew too." 

" No, no ! — ^no ! Be was no murderer — 
he was innocent," shrieked Juliet. " Dydymus, 
speak, you believe he was innocent." 

" Then, why did they 'ang 'im ?" cried the 
odious woman, making a sign and a clicking 
noise, as of hanging herself. 

p2 
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" Oh ! I cannot bear it," cried Juliet, with 
a wild cry, rushing to the door^ but ere she 
reached it she fell on the floor, the bright 
scarlet blood gushing from her mouth and dye- 
ing her white dress. 

Lord Armine and his mother rushed to her 
side — calling loudly for help — Juliet Rivers 
had broken a blood-vessel in her lungs, and 
for some weeks her life was despaired of. 

It was about this time, and after this acci^ 
dent, that Paul Paley wrote to Osmond Armine 
the letter which the latter had penned at 
Strasburg, and which contained so earnest 
an entreaty for the presence of Dr. Heinrich 
Edelberg, and a cheque for his travelling ex- 
penses-'— -a cheque which would have defrayed 
all the travelling expenses the Danish doctor 
had ever incurred in his life, and those of his 
journey to England to boot. 

Juliet Rivers's state was indeed one to oc- 
casion the deepest anxiety, not only to the 
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poor exiled Osmond^ who loved her more dis- 
tractedly than ever, but to her kind, attached 
Abigail, Dinah, and to the new Lord Armine, 
whose passion for her (albiet selfish and 
sensual perhaps) was maddening in its in- 
tensity. 

The reader will remember the occasion on 
which, having stolen upon Juliet's solitude in 
the churchyard, he was about to rush upon 
the frafi^ile girl in her loneliness and her love-, 
liness, and compel her to listen to his passion- 
ate declaration. He had been at that time 
for some weeks in the neighbourhood, watch- 
ing an opportunity of seeing her in person, 
and, far from any human habitation, for hours, 
nay days, at a time he had been on the watch, 
but all in vain. If she appeared at all, Dinah 
was by her side, and Hubert, who had never 
been friends with Daft Dyddy, bore them com- 
pany. He was mad with impatience, disap- 
pointment, and passionate love— when, to his 
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unutterable joy, as he wandered faint with the 
fears of vain-longing by the winding path near 
the river, concealed by a thick copse, he heard 
the rustle of silk, and peering through the 
branches, he saw a tall, slender form, wasted 
indeed to a shadow, arrayed in the deepest 
mourning, gliding along in the direction of 
the churchyard. Noiselessly he followed and 
hid himself behind the yew trees, while she, 
thinking herself alone, sobbed out her grief 
and her undying love before the monument 
on which was nothing but a date, the date of 
what she believed to be her lover's death. It 
was indeed fortunate for the unhappy giri, 
that friendship was as watchful as passion on 
the occasion of Juliet's visit to her lover's 
monument. 

The Ghoul who, the night after the trial, 
had returned to his freehold in Old Bat's 
covered cart, had long been on the lookout 
for Juliet. He had expected her at dawn on 
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the marshes or crossing the Haunted Kocks. 
" The brave girl who didn't fear the Ghoul " 
Tvas become the one enchanting image of the 
monomaniac's mind. In his nightly prowls 
among the tombstones he had lighted by moon- 
light on the monument in that part of " God's 
Acre" that looked to the north, where the 
most sinless and the most sinful rest — the 
stillborn infant and the suicide ; but which we 
have often heard the villagers object to for 
their dear ones, because the sun never shines 
there, . and, as one of them remarked, when, on 
account of the crowded state of the church- 
yard, it was proposed to bury his wife there, 
" No, your Reverence, I couldn't bear to lie 
in my warm bed at night and think of she as 
used to be so warm and happy by my side 
lying so cold out here." The same idea oc- 
curred, it will be seen, to the Armine peasant 
as to the great part of France. Victor Hugo, 
who, in those exquisite lines in which his 
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buried child is supposed to speak, makes her 
say to him — " Oh ! don't you care that I'm 
so cold, papa ? " 

The Ghoul having discovered the monument 
among the nameless graves of the sinless and 
the sinful, felt certain that the brave girl who 
did not fear the Ghoul, and who idolized the 
young martyr, as he called Osmond Armine, 
would often visit that bleak, sunless spot. 
Contrary to his wont, he rose at sunset instead 
of midnight, and availing himself of the 
underground passage, he made his way from 
the cellars of the abbey to the vault of the 
Armines, under the village church. Very 
strong, lithe, slender, and active, he, by re- 
moving a few bricks, got out into the church- 
yard, just as the moonlight revealed the form 

« 

of Juliet, in her long robes of black silk and 
crape, gliding to the northern part of the 
churchyard. The quick eye of the Ghoul 
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detected at the same moment Daft Dyddy — 
or, as he then was there called, Captain Ar- 
mine, for he had not yet become a peer- 
creeping through a hedge and hiding himself 
behind the yew trees. The Ghoul kept his 
eyes on both the lady and her lover, and just 
as Daft Dyddy, mad with love, was about to 
rush forward and seize Juliet, the strong arms 
of the Ghoul, in his hare-skin jacket, were 
thrown around him, and he was draggecf out 
of the sight of the horrified girl. 

Juliet, on hearing the shriek of the Ghoul 
and the yell of Daft Dyddy, had rushed from 
the churchyard without knowing from whence 
those discordant sounds proceeded. 

Daft Dyddy was powerless as a child in the 
strong, nervous grasp of the Ghoul, who was 
about to bind him hand and foot (he had a 
cord in his pocket) when he perceived his 
prisoner had fainted. 
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" I fancy I've seen this white-haired chap 
before/' said the Ghoul to himself, glancing 
contemptaously at his prostrate captive. 
**WeU, rU watch him till I feel sure the 
brave girl, who doesn't fear the Ghoul, is safe 
at home. These cowardly fellows are always 
the first to insult a woman, and if ever I saw 
a devil in a man's eye, I saw one in his when 
he was about to spring upon the brave 
girl !" 

He sat down by the side of Daft Dyddy, 
till the church clock struck eleven. Then 
saying to himself, 

" She's safe by this time," he rose, and turn- 
ing Daft Dyddy over contemptuously with 
his foot, he crept back into the vault, and 
thence to the cellars of the Haunted Ab> 
bey. 

He was no sooner gone than Daft Dyddy, 
who was like those insects that sham death in 
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your hand to save their lives, rose, looked 
cautiously round, and darted like a hunted 
stag into the woods of Armine. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



Who can school the hearths affectionB, 
Who can banish its regret? 

Hatnes Batlet. 



Daft Dtddt took care after that memorable 
evening never to come again in the way of 
the Ghoul, but Juliet had occasionally met 
with the Monomaniac of the Marshes, and 
that in places where she least expected to see 
him — afr rest at his usual hour of midnight 
and dawn. He was full of mystery and inu- 
endo, and she understood that he had a sort 
of vague, indefinite hope of proving that Os- 
mond Armine was not guilty, but that the 
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real murderer would yet be brought to 
light. 

It was soon after the Ghoul had suddenly 
appeared to Juliet during her noonday stroll 
in the woods that she was surprised by the 
triumphal entry of Daft Dyddy as the Earl of 
Armine, and his mother, who had dropt the 
plebeian name of her second husband, and 
had called herself the Honourable Mrs. Ar- 
mine, in right of her first spouse. 

The reader will remember the disastrous 
result of that exciting meeting on the en- 
feebled frame of Juliet Rivers. The long and 
dreadful illness that followed the breaking of 
a blood-vessel had caused Lord Armine to 
commission Paul Faley to send for Dr. Edel- 
berg. His lordship was eagerly watching the 
return of the carriage which he had sent to 
the station to meet the celebrated Danish 
physician. Meanwhile his mother, one of the 
coarsest and most intolerable of domestic ty- 
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rants, ridiculed him, and tried to laugh him 
out of his anxiety about one whom she called 
a weakly whey-faced mope ! The new lord of 
Arminc was a miserable man. He was under 
a thraldom almost as severe, and much more 
vulgar than that of the Dowager Countess. 
His mother, the Hon, Mrs. Armine, as she in- 
sisted on being called, was one of the most 
heartless, resolute, jealous, and domineering 
of women. She considered, and truly, that 
her son owed his title, his estates, his position, 
everything in short, to her, to her influence 
with the old lord, and her indomitable spirit. 
In all but one thing she held him with d rod 
of iron, and made him do exactly as she pleased. 
That one exception was his idolatry of Juliet, 
and his consequent determination to have the 
greatest respect and deference shown to her 
and to the Countess. Any attempt on the 
part of his mother to do or say anything that 
might drive Juliet from Armine Castle excited 
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in the new lord feelings of rage so violent that 
his mother feared for his reason and his life. 
She, therefore, yielded to his wishes in this 
respect, and consoled herself by trying all in 
her power to divert his affections into other 
channels. 

Almost all the people of any importance in 
the neighbourhood were lavish of their visits 
and their invitations to the new earl and his 
mother. Those who had daughters h marier 
seemed as if they could not do enough to cul- 
tivate the friendship of the young earl and 
his gorgeous mother. She who at one time 
could not get a decent tradesman's wife to 
visit her, was now treated as a sort of queen. 
Her gorgeous style of dress was considered 
supremely elegant, her vulgarity was called 
naivete^ and her impertinence wit. Every- 
body perceived her power over her son. Mo- 
thers and daughters thought his obedience 
and humility would extend even to his choice 
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of a wife. The^ courted her for his sake^ or 
rather for that of his coronet apd estate! 
Wise judges are we of each other! Still 
there were two or three galling exceptions to 
the country poj^ularity of the ' new peer and 
his mother. 

The doors of Heritage Hall, of the Grove, 
and of Oak Park, were closed to Mrs. Armine. 
Sir Godfrey Heritage of the Hall, Lord Brace- 
bridge of Oak Park, and Sir Frank Freeman. 
of The GroYC, were all men of high family 
and strict principles. Their wives were very 
exclusive and particular. They had all been 
very intimate *with the old earl and his coun- 
tess. They had all loved Osmond Armine, 
and had vainly tried hard to save his life by 
petitioning Her Majesty and by interviews 
with the Home Secretary. They did not be- 
lieve him guilty — they were all magistrates 
and long-headed men. They did not like 
the new lord, and their wives would not visit 
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his mother. Every day the miserable Lord 
of Armine Castle was more and more ena- 
moured of one, whom his tasteless mother 
called "A death's 'ead on a mopstick." 

We had said the young lord was a miser- 
able man, and such he undoubtedly was. 
Madly in love with a woman whose life 
seemed to hang on a thread, and who, even 
if she lived, would probably never love again, 
and taunted, tormented, goaded, and ridi- 
culed by his mother, the natural delicacy of 
constitution which belonged to the deformity 
so artfully concealed by his tailor, had in- 
creased with the dejection of his spirits, A 
great nervous irritability, which showed itself 
in fits of passion that often terrified his mo- 
ther, was now added to loss of appetite, 
failure of strength, and almost total sleepless- 
ness. It was supposed that his nervous 
anxiety about Juliet's state had a good deal 
to do with his sleepless nights ; but at times 
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there was a wfldness in his eye and a ten- 
dency to the most gloomy views on religious 
subjects, that frightened even his coarse-minded 
and cruel mother. 

The earl and the Hon, Mrs. Armine were 
on the Belvedere watching for the arrival of 
the carriage that was to bring the great Danish 
doctor to the Castle, and the heartless mother 
was teasing her son with complaints of the 
"hairs that hold, stuck-hup, 'ussey, Lady 
Harmine, gave 'erself," when the young earl 
exclaimed — "Hark! I hear wheels! . . 
It is the carriage. I see the dust/' He 
rushed to a telescope, fixed and turned to the 
high road. The carriage was a britscha. 

" Thank heaven !" he cried, "he is cornel 
Yes, he is come. I see him ; I can'see his 
spectacles and his long taumy beard." 

" His 'e hold or young, Dyddy ?" asked Mrs. 
Armine, who was a great coquette and very 
fond of young men. 
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* 
"He looks middle-aged, and seems rather 

deformed," said Dyddy. 

" Ah, Mrs. Paley told us he was inclined 
to be 'umpy about the back," said his mo- 
ther. 

"No matter about his back," said Dyddy, 
on fire with impatience, " it's his head I care 
about." 

" And I about his 'art," said Mrs. Armine, 
with a sentimental smile, and a coquettish 
air. 

A winding in the road now concealed the 
Carriage from the anxious watcher. The 
young earl rushed down stairs to receive his 
guest. His mother repaired to her dressing- 
room to add a few finishing touches to her 
toilette. 

The earl was standing on the library hearth, 
when the butler threw open the door and an- 
nounced Dr. Edelberg. He was tall, very 
thin, his eyes, weakened by study, shaded by 

q2 
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green goggled, and all the lower part of his 
face concealed by a tawny beard. The appear- 
ance of the new doctor was far from prepos- 
sessing. The young earl^and the physician 
conversed by signs. Lord Armine did not 
speak German or Danish. The doctor shook 
his head when asked if he spoke English. 
And then a silence ensued. The earl was shy. 
The doctor was very reserved. There was 
something almost repulsive in his manner. 
Lord Armine, after an awkward pause, said, 
in English, 

" Will you oblige me by paying your 
patient a visit, doctor ?'' 

He tried to elucidate his meaning by signs. 
The doctor shook his head. Suddenly the 
earl remembered that his valet had travelled 
a good deal, and spoke both French and 
German. He rang the bell and sent for him* 
The valet, whose name was Spratt, was an 
intelligent young man, He spoke a little 
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Rhenish German, but that little sufficed. 
Lord Armine, to his great delight, found that 
the doctor agreed at once to his proposal 
to visit Miss Rivers. 

Dinah having been summoned, the doctor 
followed her into the darkened room of the 
suffering girl. Juliet was asleep when Dr. 
Edelberg entered the room. It was a sleep 
caused by a composing draught, that the 
countess's physician had prescribed for her. 
The doctor took a seat by her bedside, and 
listened with intense anxiety to the breathing 
of his patient. He felt her pulse. He knelt 
by her bedside, and applied his ear to her 
faintly beating heart, but Dinah was much 
pleased to see that he did not wake her. 
After a time — a time which he seemed to 
spend in deep thought — ^he rose, took up 
a lamp that stood on the table, and shading 
it with his hand, gazed long and earnestly on 
the face^ beautiful still,, though so white and 
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wan, of the once blooming and brilliant Juliet 
Rivers. It was only the perfect profile which 
seemed carved in ivory that met his view, for 
one half of that sweet face was hidden in the 
pillow. The rich masses of chestnut hair were 
partly confined under a little lace cap, but 
some of the bright tresses had escaped, and 
floated over her white neck. There was not 
a tinge of colour on the hollowed cheeks, 
which looked all the whiter and more wan 
for the contrast with the long dark lashes, 
and the violet circles round the eyes, those 
circles that speak of so much debility and 
pain. The broad brow was somewhat tense, 
and the temples rather sunken. The sweet 
lips were almost white. The hands, lightly 
crossed on the bosom, were very thin, and 
almost transparent. 

Dinah, who was watching the doctor to try 
to discover from his countenance what he 
thought of the patient, found he would never 
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weary of gazing »at that lovely wreck. Just 
at this moment there was a knock at the 
door. It was Spratt, who came with his 
lordship's compliments, to ask what opinion 
the doctor had formed so far. 

*^ I believe I can cure her," was the reply 
Spratt had to translate to his master ; " but 
the case must be left entirely to me. I must 
not be interfered with, and it is probable that 
the cure will be a very gradual one. I shall 
not disturb the young lady to-night, as she 
is sleeping so tranquilly, but shall commence 
operations to-morrow." 

Spratt, after delivering this message, re- 
turned to say that the half-hour bell was 
about to be rung, and that his lordship and 
Mrs. Armine expected Dr. Edelberg's com- 
pany at dinner at eight o'clock. The doctor 
returned his compliments and thanks, and 
begged to be excused, on the plea that he 
was very much fatigued, and would prefer 
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returning to his apartment at once,, as he 
must be up very early to prepare his reme- 
dies. 

Juliet's room was that same apartment in 
the west turret which she had inhabited at 
the time of the murder of the infant earl. 
Dinah still slept in the dressing-closet, a small 
chamber scooped out of the thickness of the 
wall. In many andent castles both in Eng- 
land and on the Continent, we find walls oi 
such thickness, that they frequently admit of 
rooms and recesses in their thickness. It 
was so at Armine Castle. The apartments 
prepared for Dr. Edelberg were those that 
had belonged to the murdered child and his 
nurse. Lord Armine, who took an intense 
interest in every detail connected with Juliet 
and her doctor, had decided that, for the con- 
venience of botii physician and the patient, 
it would be well that they should inhabit the 
same turret. 



I 
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" Any one acquainted with the story of the 
murder," he said, " might object to sleep in 
that room ; but to a foreigner, a Dane, who 
never heard of it or of any of us before, it can 
make no difference, and it is a comfort to 
think that if Juliet should be ill in the night, 
Dinah can at once summon Dr. Edelberg." 

Juliet was still under the influence of the 
sedative drops she had taken when the doctor 
visited her on the morning after his arrival. 
The room which, before the murder, had been 
Beagle's was now converted into a species 
of laboratory, where all sorts of gases and 
other remedies were in preparation. One of 
the peculiarities of the new doctor's system 
was the exclusion of light from the apartment 
of the patient. Light and sound were equally 
forbidden. He himself moved about noise- 
lessly in the "darkness visible" of Juliet's 
room, and never spoke but in a whisper. 
There were certain gases which Juliet had to 



234 A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 

inhale^ and certain remedies she had to take 
— all of these he administered himself. He 
was very particular about her diet ; and she 
took nothing but what he himself weighed 
out and gave her. He spent the greater part 
of the day by her bedside, and nothing could 
induce him to accept any of the invitations 
of the earl or his mother to breakfast, dine, 
or spend the evening with them. The only 
recreation he allowed himself was a lonely 
walk in the woods or among the rocks of Ar- 
mine. Hubert, who from the first had been 
very partial to the new doctor (who said he 
had a secret for making dogs love him), used 
to attend him in his rambles. He seldom, 
however, found him to go out till dusk, and 
he always chose the loneliest and most pic- 
turesque spots. 



The new doctor's system seemed to be pro- 
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ducing a change for the better in Juliet's 
state. The gases she inhaled^ the remedies 
3he swallowed, and the outward applications, 
which acted as counter-irritants, had already 
greatly diminished the cough, which, was one 
of her worst and most distressing symptoms. 
But it was a curious ^ fact that, in proportion 
as her bodily symptoms improved, her mind 
seemed to become disturbed and unsettled. 
Hallucinations and delusions seemed to have 
taken possession of her brain. Dinah took 
an opportunity of telling the new doctor, in 
writing (which a dictionary enabled him to 
translate, for he said he knew something of 
the grammar and the vocabulary of written 
English), that she feared, while her dear 
lady's lungs were healing, her brain was be- 
coming disturbed. 

He begged to knoW what had led her to form 
that opinion, and assured her at the same time 
that all would be right in the end. 
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Dinah then confided to him, also in writing, 
that her dear lady had been crossed in love 
(she would not betray her any further than 
that), and diat, since the new system had been 
started, she had been visited by delusions so 
yivid that her lady spoke of them as realities. 
One of diese was that her lover^ who, as Dinah 
observed, was dead and buried five years ago, 
had stood by her bedside ; that she had felt 
his hand press hers^ that she had heard his 
whisper, and, more still, had recognized his 
footstep on the stair. 

The Doctor only smiled when Dinah handed 
him this paper, and waited while he made it 
out. He thQn sought in the vocabulary for 
the English words " all right," and, pointing 
them out to her, retired to his room. 

But in spite of the physician's " all right," 
Dinah became more and more convinced that 
her lady's fine mind was giving way at last, 
when every morning Juliet assured her that 
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she had distinctly heard his footstep on the 
stair. 

" But, my dear, dear lady," the AbigaU 
had said, ^^do you not know that he is 
dead ?" 

"Dead? Dinah, yes; he is dead as far as the 
mortal part of him goes, but his spirit hovers 
about me and watches over me. It is no 
fancy. Think you I do not know the touch 
of his hand, the sound of his footstep on the 
stair? But that is not all. Last night I 
could not rest, so T got out of bed and looked 
from the window. The turret-clock was strik- 
ing one. It was a bright moonlight, and I 
swear to you, Dinah, that in the pasture I 
saw the form of Osmond Armine. The moon 
shone full on his face, and I could not mistake 
it. Call it his ghost, his spirit, his spectre, 
what you will — ^but there it was ; and Hubert 
must have seen it too, and known it as his 
master's ghost, for he was fawning on it. I 
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got into bed when it disappeared, Dinah," 
continued Juliet, " but half an hour later I 
heard his footstep on the stair. I ought to 
know that footstep, Dinah. Alas ! it was my 
knowledge of it, and my swearing to it, that 
caused his death." 

Dinah tried in vain to argue away Juliet's 
delusions. 

"Tour brain, my dear, dear young lady," 
she would say, " is affected by the strange 
outlandish medicines the Danish doctor gives 
you. Not that I've anything to say against 
him, or them, seeing how wonderfully better 
you are, miss. No person ever touches you but 
Dr. Edelberg and me. No man's step save his 
is ever heard on the stair ; no one else ever 
speaks, or rather whispers, in this room." 

" I tell y6u, Dinah," said Juliet much ex- 
cited, " Osmond Armine's ghost or spirit is 
with me night and day, and last night I saw 
him in the moonlight standing in the centre 
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walk of tiieparterrey and Hubert caressing him." 

" Now, don't be angry, miss," said Dinah, 
" when 1 say I do believe it was Dr. Edel- 
berg you saw, and no one else ; he's often 
roaming about at night, miss." 

" Dinah," cried Juliet, " you will drive me 
mad. Do you think I don't know Osmond 
Armine from this Danish quack ?" 

" Well, miss," said Dinah, " the room's so 
dark, you can't see him." 

" But do you mean to tell me he is like Os- 
mond ?" 

" No, miss ; Mr. Armine was as handsome 
as Dr. Edelberg is ugly. Never were two 
men more unlike." 

" Then," said Juliet, " I swear to you, Dinah, 
1 have seen Osmond's spirit." 

One night that Dinah was sleeping un- 
usually sound, Juliet seeing the moonbeams 
steaUng in at her window and playing on the 
floor, rose, and looked from her lattice into 
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the parterre beneath. A shadowy form stood 
in the moonlight ghostly and stilly ttpparently 
watching her window. 

*' It is he ! it is Osmond Armine !" she cried. 
'^ I wUl go to him^ I ivill speak to him. His 
spirit (Jannot rest. , I will know why his ghost 
haunts me thus." 

Juliet threw on a long black wrapper, 
covered her head with a veil, thrust her feet 
into her slippers, and stole down the turret 
stairs into the garden. The figure was gone. 
But Juliet saw it gliding away into the park, 
and she followed it. Away it went across the 
moonlit- park, and treading in its track went 
the drooping girl. At length it entered the 
wood. Juliet pursued it still, and exhausted 
with fatigue, she sank down on the branch of 
a felled tree, and resolved to wait and see if 
it would return. It did return. It was on 
its way back to the Castle, when suddenly 
Juliet rose from her seat. She felt certain 
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now ! The moon shone full on the dear, pale, 
unforgotten face. The thin hand had raised 
the hat ! there was the noble brow of thought, 
the fine eyebrows, the large, dark eyes, the 
waving hair. 

" Osmond ! Osmond Armine !" she cried ; 
" spirit of my beloved, do you not know me ? 
I am Juliet Rivers, your own true, faithful 
Juliet! .. . Speak to me, Osmond!" 

The shadowy form opened its arms at this 
passionate appeal. Juliet rushed forward, and 
was clasped in the fond embrace of one who, 
if a ghost, had yet a wildly beating heart ; 
and then, his arm round her waist, they wan- 
dered on side by side. 

At the same time, and at a very little dis- 
tance from the spot where they were, a man', 
who thought himself alone, was seeking foi 
something carefully hidden in the trunk of an 
old pollard oak. Entirely engrossed by the 
object he had in view, he was quite unaware 
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that the Ghoul (a great climber of trees when 
he was on the watch for anybody or anything) 
was seated among the umbrageous branches of 
that very oak, watching him narrowly. At 
length the man, who wore a black crape mask, 
a white smock frock, and indeed the whole 
attire of a day labourer, even to the tan new 
leggins and hobnailed highlows, succeeded in 
gaining possession of a packet which had been 
concealed in the trunk of the old pollard oak. 
It was done up in a dark cloth, but the cover 
was damp, rotten, and torn, and as he pulled 
it out it burst open and a blood-stained hand- 
kerchief, a man's collar and cravat, also 
stained with blood, and a coral bracelet richly 
set in massive gold, fell on the ground. As 
the man in the black crape mask stooped to 
pick them up the Ghoul leaped from the tree 
on to his stooping form. He seized him by the 
collar, and, dashing him to the ground, after a 
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long struggle aud a fierce conflict, obtained 
possession of the contents of the parcel. He 
then seized 'the man, who was trying to escape. 
He tore off the black crape mask, and the 
moon shone on the livid features of Daft 
Dyddy, the new earl of Armine. This time 
the Ghoul held him fast, he would not let him 
escape again. 

At this moment the shadowy form by 
Juliet\s side glided to the sf)ot tvhere the earl 
was struggling fiercely with the Ghoul. His 
hat was drawn over his eyes, and his face 
could not be seen; but all ghostly as he looked, 
he had a strong hand to secure the struggling, 
writhing peer, while the Ghoul bound him 
hand and foot with a cord, which he, as usual, 
had in his pocket ; and then he dragged him 
(aided by the mysterious stranger) to the spot 
where Old Bat usually met him at midnight. 
The stranger then glided away. And the 
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two— the Ghoul and Old Bat — contrived so, 
that early the next morning Lord Armine was 
taken before the nearest magistrate. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

There is a moment, ever on the watch, 
Fraught with betrayal to all deeds of wrong. 

Bride of Siena. 

The magistrate before whom Lord Armine 
was taken was no other than Sir Godfrey 
Heritage. Sir Godfrey had celebrated the 
wedding of his only daughter and heiress the 
day before, and the Hall was full to an over- 
flow with gay company. Lord and Lady Bran- 
bridge and Sir Frank and Lady Freeman 
were among the guests. The noble company 
were at breakfast on the lawn (for the weather 
was sultry),when the Ghoul and Old Bat arrived, 
accompanied by two sturdy labourers, who had 
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been from boyhood in the service of the Armine 
family. The Ghoul and Old Bat had met them 
at dawn setting snares. The new earl and his 
mother having dismissed and thrown them 
out of work, they had become desperate and 
vindictive poachers. The whole party sud- 
denly appeared in the avenue with Old Bat's 
covered cart. They halted directly they 
came in view of Heritage Hall, and the velvet 
flower-studded lawn in front of it. There, 
beneath the verdant canopy of the finest weep- 
ing ash in the whole county, the table was 
spread, and the hosts and their guests were at 
breakfast. It was a pretty sight ! The 
snowy damask cloth — the gold and silver 
plate — ^the delicate china — ^the richly tinted 
fruit, and fresh, bright flowers ; the noble- 
looking men, and the fair bridesmaids, in soft 
muslins and bright ribbons, glancing half- 
archly, half-tenderly at the fashionable young 
bridesmen ; the sun shimmering down through 
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the silver ash leaves on their glossy tresses, 
their bright eyes, white teeth, and sparkling 
ornaments. All was mirth and good humour, 
fun and flirtation, at this dSjeitner al fresco^ 
when the strange party, headed by the Ghoul, 
halted within a few yards of the breakfast 
party. There were several footmen and a 
clerical-looking butler in attendance, handing 
about the cups of rich mocha and fragrant 
tea, when suddenly Sir Godfrey Heritage ex- 
claimed : 

*' Holloa, JoUet ! what are all those fellows? 
Where do they come from, and what business 
have they here?" 

" Don^t know, Sir Godfrey. Shall I inquire 
their business, Sir Godfrey ?" answered Jollett 
the butler. 

^' Directly ! By Jove !'* he cried, looking 
at the new-comers through his eye-glass, 
" why, there's that strange Robinson Cru- 
soe looking fellow who gave his evidence 
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SO unexpectedly at poor young Armine's 
trial." 

" He's a sort o! wttd man o! the woods — a 
hennit of Annine — ^the Monomaniac of the 
Marshes," said i^ady Armitage. 

•* He's called the Ghoul/' said one of the 
guests, ** and I believe he's a relative of the 
Armine family." 

" He went mad for love of Lady Armine 
when she was young and beautiful," said pretty 
Kose Armitage, blushing when she saw the 
eyes of all present fixed on her. 

" What can he want here ?" said Sir God- 
frey. " He's a fellow who never shows his 
face by daylight. He keeps the same hours as 
the owls and the bats* He hadn't seen the day- 
light for thirty years until he suddenly appeared 
in court with poor crazy Lady Armine as a wit- 
ness for the def^ice." 

" I see he's got that incorrigible poacher, 
Old Bat, with him/' said Sir Frank Freeman; 
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^^ but here comes Jollett to tell us what it's all 
about." 

Jollett^ a very cautious elderly man, begged 
to speak to Sir Godfrey in private. Sir God- 
frey stepped aside with his butler. 

"Well, what's it all about, Jollett?" said 
Sir Grodfrey ; " some drunken row, I suppose?" 

"No, Sir Godfrey," said Jollett, looking 
very mysterious and important, " it's a much 
more serious matter, Sir Godfrey. As far as 
I can make out what the wild man they call 
the Ghoul and Old Bat say, they've discovered 
the real murderer of the infant Earl of Armine, 
Sir Godfrey. And what's more, they've taken 
him prisoner, and they've got him bound hand 
and foot in Old Bat's covered cart." 

" Merciful Providence !" said Sir Godfrey, 
turning very pale. " It is then as I always 
thought, and my poor young friend was a 
martyr, not a murderer." 

The tears stood in the kind old baronet's 
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eyes, and, for a moment, he turned away to 
hide his emotion. But soon the magistrate 
prevailed over the man, and, recovering his 
composure, he said, 

" JoUett, this, after all, may be a delusion of 
the cracked old brain of the fellow they call 
the Ohoul, or it may be some trick of Old 
Bat's to extort money, a mistake, or a hoax ; 
but, at any rate, it must be thoroughly investi- 
gated. Send for the constables and the police 
directly. I will beg my brother magistrates. 
Sir Frank Freeman and Lord Bracebridge, to 
attend me in my library, where we will ex- 
amine the supposed murderer and his accusers; 
and if we have reason to believe there is any- 
thing in it, I shall commit him to gaol to take 
his trial at the assizes." 

" The Ghoul and Old Bat speak very posi- 
tively about it, Sir Godfrey," said JoUett. 

"Do they know the name of the pri3oner ?" 
asked Sir Godfrey. 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN*. 251 

" I believe they do, Sir Godfrey, but they 
seem determined to keep that close at pre* 
sent. Only when I asked them if they knew 
his name, the Ghoul said, quite fierce like, 
Sir Godfrey, *Know it, yes; and you know it, 
and so does your master, even better; the 
whole country knows it — the whole world 
knows it ;' and a deal more. Sir Godfrey, that 
I can't remember." 

"Well, Jollett," said Sir Godfrey, "if the 
Ghoul were not more than half crazy, I should 
be very curious to know whom he has taken 
prisoner ; and even as it is, I shall be 
glad to know the fights of it. I will just 
go and finish my breakfast, ask my brother 
n^agistrates to accompany me to the library, 
and make my, excuses to the ladies, and then 
we'll thoroughly investigate the whole con- 
cern." 

Sir Godfrey returned to the breakfast-party 
sitting round the table under the ash-tree. 
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He found them all in a state of great excite- 
ment, for the Ghoul, Old Bat, and the two 
labourers had just lifted their prisoner out of 
the covered cart. His hat had fallen off in 
the struggle, and one of the bridesmaids, a 
young lady, who, by her mamma's commands 
and her own ambition, had laid close siege to 
the new earl's heart without success, had ex- 
claimed, as she gazed at the prostrate wretch 
through her eye-glass, 

" Oh, la ! mamma, do look, I declare if that 
is not the weak, white face, and the waving 
hair of Lord Armine, then I never saw the 
stupid fellow at all !" 

" Nonsense, Augusta," her mother relied ; 
" how should Lord Armine get into a covered 
cart and be dressed in a smock frock too ?" 

" I declare I think Gussy's right, mamma," 
her sister Blanche had exclaimed, " It's Daft 
Dyddy, as he used to be called before he was 
an earl." 
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. ^' And as he ought to called still/' put in 
Miss Augusta. 

" It must be his double — his-^ " 

"More likely his brother," said Augusta. 
" It is well known his mother kept a little 
chandler's shop, so why should he not have a 
brother a day labourer ?' 

By this time the constable and two police- 
men had arrived, and the whole party, the 
Ghoul stalking majestically at their head, and 
taking off his hare-skin cap with courtly grace 
to the ladies as he perceived their light 
drapery under the weeping ash. 

It was in a state of semi-collapse from 
shame and terror that Dydymus Lord. Armine 
was carried into the library of Sir Godfrey 
Heritage ; the Ghoul, Old Bat, and the 
labourers and policemen bringing up the 
rear. 

The three magistrates had already taken 
their seats at the upper end of the room. 
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There was a massive library table covered 
with stationery and law books before them ; 
a fourth arm-chair was placed at a little dis- 
tance. The Ghoul, who would never forget 
that noble blood flowed in his veins, dnd who 
looked upon the three magistrates as upstarts, 

a 

new men, and not to be compared to a true- 
born Armine, did not wait to be asked to fill 
the vacant arm-chair. He stalked to the seat 
in question. 

" I am Valentine Armine, grandson of the 
tenth Earl of Armine. I think I am entitled 
to sit down in any presence but that . of my 
sovereign." 

He threw himself into the chair with the 
air of an emperor. There are few people 
whom self-assertion does not awe. The three 
magistrates bowed and smiled. 

Sir Godfrey said, " We are happy to see 
you among us again, sir. You have loug 
been a recluse." 



A FAITHFUL WOMAN. 255 

" A voluntary one," said the Ghoul, with 
ineffable self-conceit. " I believe I left a void 
in society, which had never been filled up." 

As he spoke, his eyes were bUnking, and 
winking, and growing weaker and weaker, 
redder and redder, for the morning light was 
very painful to them. 

'^ I think, Mr. Armine," said Sir Godfrey, 
addressing the Ghoul, *^ you were present at 
the memorable trial of Osmond Armine for the 
murder of the infant earl, .his nephew." 

'^ 1 was present at that iniquitous and one- 
sided trial," cried the Ghoul, blinking and 
winking in the broad daylight, and gesticu- 
lating wildly, but speaking rationally enough. 
" I was a witness for the defence," he added 
pompously. " A witness of the truth. Had 
my evidence received due consideration, the 
prisoner being innocent, would not have been 
foujid guilty." 

'^ You thought him innocent, Mr. Armine, 
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in spite of the strong evidence against him." 

"I thought him innocent then. I know 

him to be innocent now. Nay more, I have 

discovered the real murderer, and there he 

stands." 

" No ! no ! no ! Do not listen to him, dear, 
noble magistrates," faltered out Lord Armine, 
falling on his knees. " He is the Ghoul — ^the 
wild man of the woods, the monomaniac of the 
marshes. He is mad, dear, learned, honoured 
judges. Don't listen to him, he is mad !" 

" Magistrates," said the Ghoul, '' my evi- 
dence was accepted in a court of justice. I 
was sworn there as a witness for the defence. 
I am not mad because I prefer my own com- 
pany to that of meaner men. I am not mad 
because I prefer the pure air of heaven to that 
of crowded rooms, and pure and sabled skins 
fitted to my shape, to broadcloth, cut after a 
tailor's whims, at an enormous price. My 
mode of life is a healthier one than yours, 
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Godfrey Armitage. We were young men to- 
gether, and now you are old and gouty, and 
I, in all but years, am a young man still. I 
challenge you to run, climb, wrestle, or swim 
with me." 

*^I have no doubt of your prowess, Mr. 
Armine, and I decline to measure strength 
with you. I have no doubt either of your 
sagacity, whatever I may have had. Brother 
magistrates, we will hear Mr. Armine's evi- 
dence." 

^^ First, then," said the Ghoul, rising, flushed 
and much excited, " I denounce yon coward 
in the smock-frock as the murderer of the 
infant Earl of Armine ; and I think the ques- 

m 

tion of motive, on which the judge expatiated 
so much, is fully answered, when I add that 
the head that planned that murder now wears 
the ancient coronet of the earldom, and the 
hand that did the cruel deed now receives the 
rents of the Armine estate. Magistrates, the 
VOL. in. ' s 
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" I have them, Sir Godfrey," said the Ghoul, 
" and I beg you to believe that Valentine Ar- 
mine is not the man to accuse any one falsely, 
or to jump to a conclusion on insufficient 
premises. I have long suspected yon caitiff. 
I felt, I knew, that Osmond was innocent as 
the angels are. I have long had my eye on 
the base villain who could not only murder a 
sleeping infant, but could send another forth 
to the scaffold for his crime. The blood- 
stained clothes that I produced at the trial 
were hidden up among the rocks. They were 
hidden there by that craven. I had a fierce 
struggle with him for them, but I prevailed ; 
I wrestled them from him. It is true they 
were clothes that belonged to Osmond Armine, 
but that scoundrel wore them to do the 
murder in, so that if they were discovered 
(and it is very difficult really to hide any- 
thing), suspicion might fall on the owner of 
the clothes ; but in addition to the clothes 
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was a collar, a cravat, and a white pocket- 
handkerchief, all stained, clotted with blood, 
and which it has been the object of the 
assassin to hide, while it was my determination 

to find them." 

The Ghoul produced the articles of which 
he spoke. They were all marked " D. D.," 
and were splashed and blotted with blood. 
A shudder passed through every frame as these 
objects were examined. 

**But this, magistrate, is not all. You 
may remember that it came out in the evi- 
dence that the murdered child haii in his 
innocent play carried away to his little bed a 
bracelet — a rich bracelet of coral and gold — 
belonging to Juliet Kivers, the brave girl 
who does not fear the Ghoul. This bracelet 
was never found after the murder. It is 
found now, and here it is !" 

The Ghoul here produced Juliet's bracelet 
It was crusted with dried gore. 
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^* By dint of constant watching," said the 
Ghoul, " I detected the murderer in the act 
of withdrawing all these things from their 
hiding-place in the trunk of an old pollard in 
the wood. He came to that tree disguised, as 
you now see him, to get back these evidences 
of his crime, probably tormented, as mur- 
derers always are, by the fear that their dis- 
covery might lead to his destruction. I was 
up in the* tree, for who in youth or age so 
agile as Valentine Armine ? and I watched his 
every movement unseen, undreamed of by 
him, until he had got possession of the packet ; 
then with one leap I was upon him. He 
struggled, he fought ; he bit me like a dog>. 
—he tore my flesh like a jackal to regain pos- 
session of the proofs, the damning proofs, of 
his crime. But who can wrestle with me ? 
Not that caitiff, certainly. Some one pass- 
ing through the wood at the time, but whose 
face I could not see, then came up and 
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helped me to bind the etdprit. 1 could have 
mastered him without. I and the unknown 
then dragged him to the spot where I knew 
that Old Bat awaited me with his covered 
cart. We had bound him hand and foot, he 
could not sttr; and at early dawn we had 
two labourers, whom we enlisted to help us to 
bring him here ! And now, tell me, have I 
proved my case ? What Crown lawyer could 
have proved a prisoner's guilt more clearly ? 
But when I was a youth, all people said I had 
the head of a Solomon on the shoulders of an 
Apollo — and they were right. What a coun- 
sellor I should have made !'' 

"Lord Armine," said Sir Godfrey Armitage, 
taming to the white and quaking earl, who 
still knelt, holding out his clasped hands, 
" what have you to say in answer to these 
accusations ? How came these blood-stained . 
articles, the bracdet espedally, into your pos- 
session; and for what purpose were you in 
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the wood at midnight^ disguised like a day- 
labourer, and with a black crape mask over 
your face ? If you cannot give a satisfactory 
answer to those questions, I shall feel bound 
to send you to prison, there to await your 
trial for the murder of the infant Earl of 
Arminc." 

"Mercy! mercy! mercy!" faltered Lord 
Armine. " If I confess all, will you recom- 
mend me to mercy ? Remember I am « peer 
of the realm ! ^ . . . One man has already 
been hanged for this murder. Why cannot it 
rest as it is ? Nothing you can do to me will 
bring Osmond Armine to life. So why not 
let it- be ? . . . Once more, if I confess, 
will you recommend me to mercy ?" 

" Lord Armine," said Sir Godfrey, " it is 
my duty to warn you that you need not say 
anything to criminate yourself ; at the same 
time, whatever you do say will be noted down 
here, and produced as evidence hereafter." 
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" Then I will say nothing more," sobbed 
the earl, " and I hope what IVe said, as I 
said it before you gave me that warning — 
that friendly warning, I may say — will not be 
brought up against me !" 

" It will, aftd it shall, base, craven, false 
villain, vile assassin !" cried the Ghoul. 
" For your dastardly crime a noble youth of 
my house has perished on the scaffold — stain- 
ing with infamy the noble name he bore, and 
breaking the heart of her who loved him — ^the 
brave girl who didn't fear the Ghoul ! Bear 
witness all, he has confessed his crime— or, if 
not directly confessed it, he has offered to do 
so! . . " 

" It is false ! I am not guilty, so help me 
heaven!" cried the earl. "It was Osmond 
Armine who did the deed." 

But at this moment a door at the upper 
end of the room slowly opened, and a shadowy 
form — a form that looked like the ghost of 
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Osmond Armine — so pale, so wan, so wasted 
did it seem, slowly approached. 

" It is he ! it is he !" cried Lord Armine. 
^^ He is come from his felon grave to convict 
me, perhaps to bear me away to the land of 
shadows and retribution ! Spirit avaunt ! I 
have lied, foully lied. Bear witness all, Os-* 
mond Armine was innocent, I alone am guilty. 
I borrowed Osmond's clothes to fix suspicion 
on him. I killed the infant earl with the 
gold-handled knife, of which I had discovered 
the hiding-place by watching and listening. 
Oh, save me ! save me I" he cried, wildly 
stretching out his arms to the magistrates. 
" Save me from his vengeful ghost. Urged 
on by revenge on the countess for her con- 
stant cruelty, by love for Juliet Rivers, 
jealousy of Osmond the favoured suitor, and 
ambition to possess the rank and title which 
she so prized and coveted, I resolved, as soon 
as my mother revealed to me that I was 
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born in wedlock, to destroy both the child 
and Armine, and to become myself Lord Ar« 
mine — and better, nobler title still, Juliet's 
husband ! Spirit of Osmond Armine ! I have 
— ^I have exculpated, I have exonerated 
you ! I have confessed all. Oh ! do not 
glare upon me thus— do not approach me !" 

And as the shadowy form still drew nearer 
and nearer, the wretched earl uttered a pierc- 
ing scream, and fell down in a violent epi- 
leptic fit. Fortunately there was a physician 
among the guests on the lawn. Sir Godfrey 
sent to request his attendance. The wretched 
earl was removed to a bed-room, and left to 
the care of the doctor and an old nurse. 
• •••#• 

Sir Godfrey having seen that the un^ 
fortunate young nobleman had every possible 
attention, returned to the library. The dis- 
cussion was then resumed. 

^^ Gentlemen," said Osmond, ^'you are of 
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course aware that I am no ghost. Yon, eon- 
science-stricken murderer is^ as you all know, 
a half-witted creature, and therefore full of 
superstition. You know that it is no ghost 
of Osmond Armine that stands before you, 
but the wasted form of that unhappy, ill- 
judged man himself. I did not perish on the 
scaffold, as you and all the world believed. 
My life was saved — ^at the present moment it 
matters not how ; but a merciful Providence 
decreed that it should be saved — yes, saved 
for me to see the dark mystery unravelled — 
the real murderer discovered, and my name — 
the noble name of Armine-— cleansed from the 
foulest of stains. Sir Godfrey Armitage, Lord 
Bracebridge, Sir Frank Freeman— old friends 
of my father, and of my youth — do you now 
believe me innocent? Do you believe that 
the wretch but now struggling there under 
the miserable hand of fierce, though tardy 
retribution, did the bloody deed ?" 
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"We do! we doT' cried the three magiB- 
trates, closing round him, and cordially shak- 
ing him by the hand. 

" Heaven bless you, Osmond Armine, my 
old friend's son !" cried Sir Godfrey, bursting 
into tears. "This is a white day in my 
calendar." 

" And in mine !'' said Lord Bracebridge. 

" And in mine !'' echoed Sir Frank Free- 
man. 

" Then, kind friends of my father and of 
my youth," said Osmond, " will you grant me 
one request ? I do not wish to have it known 
that I am alive until the world has been in- 
formed of the capture and confession of the 
real murderer. It is essential that I should 
provide for the safety of some who risked 
their own existence to save mine ; and more 
than this, my country — so bitter in its judg- 
ment, so cruel in its condemnation, so athirst 
for my blood, and so biassed with the slanders 
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of the press, whose writers dipped their pens in 
gall, while holding me up to execration — 
deserves to feel some shame, some remorse, 
and to have her sons and daughters hissed 
for the false judgment which was once ap- 
plauded to the echo. The judge and jury 
who would scarcely listen to my witnesses, 
and who turned a deaf ear to my agonized 
cry for justice — surely they deserve to hear 
the loud roar of an indignant public, and the 
still small voice of a self-upbraiding conscience. 
Promise me, then, dear friends, not to divulge 
— ^no, not even to your wives," he added, 
smiling faintly, " the secret of my existence, 
until I request your presence at a meeting at 
which I will show myself to the people of 
Exeter, and tell my own tale, and convince 
them that it is Osmond — ^by right Earl of 
Armine — who lives to see the guilty brought 
to shame, and his own innocence made patent 
to the world." 
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The three magistrates gave the required 
promise. 

The Ghoul, approaching Osmond, and pomp- 
ously offering his hand, said, 

" Osmond — I may say Cousin Osmond, 
for I am Valentine Osmond, your third cousin 
— yon have not asked me to pledge myself to 
secrecy, because you know that Valentine 
Armine never betrayed the trust of man or 
woman. Often has he been tempted by the 
latter, but never has he fallen. I promise 
you to keep your secret, and at the meeting 
to which you allude you shall have my sup- 
port !" 

Osmond cordially thanked the strange be- 
ing, who, however darkened his intellects 
might have been for thirty years, had come 
forth like the sun from behind a London fog, 
had done such good service in the cause of 
the unforgotten love of his youth, and the 
proud race to which he belonged. 
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Sir Godfrey then remarked that the physi- 
cian had very little hope of Lord Armine^s 
recovery. 

^^ It is of course impossible to commit him 
to prison in his present state/* said Sir God- 
frey. "A hand mightier and more powerful 
to punish than that of human law, is heavy on 
him now. We must send for his mother, for Dr. 
Wilson thinks he has not many hours to live." 

*^I hope," said Osmond Armine, **the 
murderer's confession is so recorded and 
attested that if the gallows is cheated of its 
due, I shall have no difficulty in proving his 
guilt and my own innocence." 

" Here," said Sir Godfrey, taking up his 
notes, ^' is the assassin's full confession. 
We will all attest it." 

The Ghoul darted forward, and in a bold 
hand wrote — 

" Valentine Armine, 
commonly called * The Ghoul.' " 
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The three magistrates followed, and finally 
Osmond Annine himself. 

Sir Godfrey then offered Osmond and the 
Ghoul the use of a carriage to take them 
wherever they pleased, or, if they preferred it, 
rooms at the Hall, which two of the wedding 
guests were about to vacate. 

Osmond repolved to return to Armine 
Castle. He knew that Mrs. Armine was 
absent at a grand fancy-ball at Brighton. 
He had already, while by Juliet's side in 
the wood, revealed all to her, and he longed 
to be once more by her side in his disguise as 
Dr. Edelberg. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



He was a man, take lum for all in all, 
We shall not look upon his like again. 

Shakespeare. 



The secret of Osmond's supplying the place of 
that great and good man, Dr. Edelberg, was/ 
alas ! that the experiment he had so nobly 
resolved to try upon himself had proved 
fatal! 

When Osmond rushed up into his friend's 
room at the Ehine Berg Hotel, Cologne, he 
found him stretched dead on the floor. As if 
Heinrich Edelberg had had some presentiment 
of his coming doom, he had, before trying the 
experiment, which he knew to be not unat-* 

VOL. III. T 
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tended with danger, but from which he had the 
greatest hopes too— made a will, by which he 
bequeathed everything he possessed on earth, 
together with his secret and his name, to 

A ^ known at Leyden as Johann 

Smidt (this proves that Osmond had revealed 
all to his friend). He requested him to take 
the name of Edelberg, and to perpetuate his 

system in the cure of consumption. 

♦ « « ♦ ♦ « 

There was a letter also addressed to Os- 
mond, in which Dr. Edelberg implored Osmond,, 
in case his strange presentiments came true, 
tp lose no time in disguising himself effectually, 
and repairing to England. 
. " Personate me," he added, " in case the 
fell sergeant who is strict in his arrest does 
lay his skeleton hand on me. They expect 
Dr. Edelberg. Should my forebodings prove 
correct, you will be Dr. Edelberg in truth. 
Uut hasten on the wings of love, as I 
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well know you will, to the land of the cruel, 
the unjust, and the cold-hearted who have 
poisoned your young life, and driven you to 
a foreign land to hide your young and inno- 
cent head. It may be, dear friend, that I am 
under a delusion in thinking that my time is 
come. If so, you will never see this morbid 
effusion, and I shall behold your dear face 
again, my more than brother. If I am right, 
and you find me clay, do not waste on the 
dead the hours that may save the living. 
Have your dark and massive curls shorn, your 
beard too. Supply their place with a tawny 
wig and beard, of the colour of mine ; pur- 
chase a pair of green goggles, mine are too 
old a sight for your young eyes. Stuff your 
coat so as to imitate my deformity. Stain 
your skin as the gypsies do, and even I — 
anxious about you as a mother is about her 
only child — I feel you will not be recognized. 
And now farewell. Everything is ready for 

t2 
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the experiment. Best and dearest of friends, 
adieu ! We shall meet again. 

" Heinrich Edelberg.'' 



Even Osmond's passionate love for Juliet 
and his intense anxiety about her could not 
prevent his feeling an unutterable pang^ and 
a fierce sense of desolation and despair when 
he beheld the lifeless form of his friend, and a 
tempest of grief shook his frame when he 
perused Edelberg's last letter and became 
acquainted with the contents of his will. For 
some days he could think of nothing but 
Edelberg ; but, when he had followed him to 
the grave, and ordered a monument to his 
memory, friendship had done her all, and love 

resumed his empire. 

« • • • • 

Daft Dyddy, or rather Lord Armine, never 
rallied. His brain had been predisposed to 
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epilepsy by the agonies of terror and remorse 
which he had endured ever since 

*' The deed that damns eternally was done/* 

It would fill a volume were we to describe 
what he suffered in the attempt to hide the 
bracelet and the other evidences of his crime. 
He did not know (none ever do till they try), 
how difficult it Is really and effectually to hide 
anything. How impossible to hide anything 
(the entire concealment of which is of vital 
importance), so as to convey to the mind any 
sense of security. He was always shifting 
the packet from one place to another, and to 
this he owed his detection. 

On the arrival of his mother he was re- 
moved to a lodging in the neighbourhood of 
Heritage Hall. But the police watched both 
inside the house and out. 

His mother was furious when she knew all, 
and , threatened to prosecute every one con- 
cerned for a conspiracy to ruin her son. She 
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had booked Beagle and Hannah/ in whom she 
had great confidence, as nurses to watch 
Lord Armine, who was alternately moody 
and excited. She herself retired to an inner 
room to get a good night's rest after a loQg 
and angry watch. 

Beagle and Hannah having resolved to keep 
each other company as usual, fried their beef- 
steaks and onions, and brewed their ju^ of 
toddy. They then lay down together on a 
spare bed, and were soon fast asleep, as their 
nasal duet testified. 

Daft Dyddy, Earl of Armine, awoke from a 
terrible dream. His weak brain was excited. 
He was wasted to a skeleton. He sat up. 
There was a hideous glare in his eye. The 
wretches Beagle and Hannah had left a candle 
flaring on their supper table. Daft Dyddy 
slid out of bed. He locked the door, and 
threw the key out of the half-open window. 

'^ Better than hanging," he said to himself^ 
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" and I shall have company too, but on the 
scaffold I should die all alone, and if I live I 
shall be hanged by the neck till I am dead — 
dead— dead I with a silken cord, as I am a 
peer of the realm ; but that wont make it 
pleasant to be strangled. No, I like fire best, 
and I shan't die alone." 

He then deliberately held the candle to the 
curtains and the vallance of the bed (on which 
lay Beagle and Hannah), to the toilet cover, 
to his own curtains, and to a basket of patent 
wood, which the nurses had shoved under 
their bed. This done, he crept back to his 
own bed and watched the conflagration with a 

madman's glee. 

• • • • • 

There were wild shrieks of " Fire ! — ^fire ! 
fire !" in the dead of the night, and the police 
soon discovered that the house in which the 
Earl of Armine lay was in flames. There 
were no engines ; there was no water at hand ; 
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and before any effectual help could be ren- 
dered, the roof hadfaUen in with a tremendous 
crash, and the earl, his mother, and the two 
nurses were burned in the rooms, to be dug 
up again charred and blackened skeletons. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

I will a tale unfold shall harrow up your aoul. 

Shakespeake. 

The meeting, at which Osmond Armine had 
resolved to show himself to the people of 
Exeter, was held about a week after the fire. 
Sir Godfrey Armitage, Lord Bracebridge, Sir 
Frank Freeman, Paul Paley, and the Ghoul, 
were on the platform. Hal Hart and Roger 
Suff were both present. The judge who had 
sentenced Osmond, and the jury who had 
found him guilty, were present, having been 
invited by Sir Godfrey to hear some interest- 
ing revelations connected with the mysterious 
child-murder at Armine Castle. The Hall 
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was crowded to excess. Sir Godfrey spoke 
first, and briefly stated all the facts connected 
with the capture and detection of the Earl of 
Armine, and his confession of guilt. The 
Ghoul, who had tried hard to speak first, 
then addressed the meeting. He was dressed 
as usual in his hair-skin jacket and continua- 
tions. As usual, his eyes worked and blinked 
like an owl's, and his action was violent and 
eccentric. He spoke well and fervently, 
bringing, as he told his strange tale, convic- 
tion home to every heart. The judge suddenly 
rose and said, 

" Excuse me if I beg leave to retire. I 
cannot doubt that the man condemned wad 
innocent, and I feel as if my peace of mind 
were gone for ever." 

He was pale as death, and trembled vio- 
lently as he spoke, and those who had com- 
posed the jury at Osmond's trial were not 
less affected. It was at this moment that 
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Osmond himself stepped on the platform. In 
a few words he told the assembly that his 
life had been saved, but that he declined to 
answer any questions as to how it had been 
saved. Of all whose joy burst forth in tears 
and exclamations of delight, none were more 
fervent than the judge and the gentlemen of 

the jury. 

• • • • • 

It was a month after this exciting scene 
that Osmond^ having secured the Queen's 
pardon — an anomaly in our laws, but a neces- 
sary ceremony in his case — and Her Majesty 
having made him a marquis, to prove her 
sympathy and her sense of his wrongs, Osmond, 
Marquis of Armine, led Juliet fiivers to the 
altar. The marriage took place in the old 
village church. The Itnot was tied by the 
vicar, Mr, Ducane, the true friend of bride 
and bridegroom. Tr3rfena Meeke was the 
ohief bridesmaid. She was herself to be 
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united to Paul Paley when Juliet, Marchion- 
ess of Armine, returned from her wedding 
tour. 

The knot is tied. Osmond and his Juliet 
are united at last. How lovely — ^how much 
lovelier than in her first bloom and laughing 
lustre — is the bride whose wasted form and 
transparent pallor showed how she has suffered 
for him! And he gazes on her with a pride, 
a confidence, a tenderness, no lover who has 
not seen the maiden of his bosom tried in the 
furnace, can ever feel. He cannot bear to 
relinquish the hand which the Church has 
just made his till death do them part. It 
seems to assure him that it is not a dream of 
rapture, but a sober certainty of waking bliss. 
Mark and his Dinah were married on the 
same day, and are to live with the Marquis 
and Marchioness — the former as steward, the 
latter as housekeeper. 

How merrily the bells with their glad peal 
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announce that these two are one flesh! How 
the sun^ shining on their path^ seems to pro- 
mise that it shall he ever bright! Juliet's 
bridal veil cannot hide her blushes and her 
tears — ^blushes of rapture, and tears of joy. 
The village children throw flowers on their 
path. The aged cry " God bless them!" 

Side by side they walked back to the Castle. 
There Lady Armine, who owed her recovery 
to the fire that consumed Beagle and Hannah, 
awaits her rescued treasure. She looks old, 
bent, grey, and wasted, but the dark Hindoo 
eyes are moist with tears of joy. 

The Ghoul is by her side, still the same 
Crusoe-looking figure, but capering with 
delight. He has on a bran-new hareskin 
suit, and wears a huge white satin favour; 
but he is resolved to return to his freehold — 
the habits of thirty years were indeed hard to 
break. Hubert, too, is adorned with a large 
favour, and bounds and barks for joy. 



J 
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Lord Derwentdale and his Lolah are among 
the guests. 

Lolah knows that Coal Black Bose is no 
more ; but though she mourned her long 
and deeply, Lolah has children now, and a 
blue-eyed boy with jet black hair (Castleville), 
and a girl with golden locks and large black 
eyes, called Lolah, unite the charms of papa 
and mamma; and she is so fond of her still 
enamoured husband, and dotes so on her little 
ones, she has ceased to weep for her poor 
granny. 

But of all the happy couples in England 
(dear land of wedded lore and domestic bliss !) 
the happiest, because the fondest, truest, 
and most devoted, are the Marquis and 
Marchioness of Armine I — (the Osmond and 
Juliet of our tale), they have many lovely 
children now, daughters and sons of beauty ! 
And Osmond, the first-bom and their heir, is 
a noble young fellow, who is ready to fight 
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■ 

any boy who oflFends the gentle dove-eyed 
Fena Paley, whom he calls his " little wife." 

** Ilka year a bonnie wean !** 

seems to be the fashion at Armine Castle and 
MiU House, where the Paleys reside, with the 
kind old Quakeress, Mrs. Meeke. Paul has 
his surgery there now, and Old Paley lives 
with the young couple. 

All the children dote on Hubert, who is in 
a green old age. The last time we saw him, 
he was sitting in state by the berceaunette 
of the last-born baby ; while Juliet, Mar- 
chioness of Armine (although twelve years 
have passed since her marriage), is watching 
for the return of the best and fondest of hus- 
bands, and listening for his footstep on the 
stair ! 

THE END. 
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great monastery of Etchmiadzin. From Bayazid he went to van, and saw all the 
chief points of interest on the lake of that name ; thence to Bltlis and Diarbekir. 
From Diarbekir he went to Mosul by the upper road, visited Nineveh, paid his 
respects to the winged bulls and all our old friends there, and floated on nis raft of 
inflated skins down the Tigris to Baghdad. From Mosul he mode an excursion to 
the devil-worshipping country, and another from ^i^hdad to Hilleh and the Bin 
Nimrud, or so-called Tower of BabeL After resting in the city of the Caliphs, he 
followed the track of his illustrious predecessor, Slndbod, to Bassora, only on board 
of a different craft having got a passage in the steamer Comet ; and the English 
monthly sailing packet took him from Bassora across the gulf to Bushire. From 
thence he went to Tehran over the ' broad dominions of the king of kings,' stopping 
at all the interesting places, particularly at PersopollH ; and from Tehran returned 
home through Armenia by Trebisonde and the Black Sea." — Saturday Sevieu. 

*' This is a book of travel of which no review can give an adequate idea. The 
extent of country traversed, the number and beauty of the coloured illustrations, 
and the good sense, humour, and information with which it abounds, all tend to 
increase the author's just meed of praise, while they render the critic's task all the 
harder. We must S'fter all, tiiist to our roa<lerH to explore for themselves the many 
points of amusement interest and beauty which the book contains. We can assure 
them Uiat they will not meet with a single page of dulness. Mr. Ussher handles 
Buoh topics as Persepolis, Nineveh, and the cities of the Eastern world, with sin- 
gular completeness, and leaves the ordinary reader noUiing to desire. The coloured 
illustrations are really perfect of their kind. Merely as a collection of spirited, well- 
coloured engravings they are worth the cost of the whole volume." — Herald, 

**Mr. Ussher went by the Danube to Constantinople, crossed thence to Sebastopol, 
and passed through the Crimea to Kertch, and so on to PotL From Foti he went 
to Teflis, and made thence an excursion to Gunib and Baku on the Caspian. The 
record of this journey is the most interesting part of the book. Having returned to 
Teflis, Mr. Ussher visited Gumrl and Kars, and went thence to Lake Van, and so by 
Diarbekr and Mosul to Baghdad. From Baghdad he went to Babylon and Kerbela, 
and returning to Baghdad, descended the river to Basra, and crossed to Bushire. 
Thence he went by Shiraz and Isfahan to Tehran, and rotutned to Europe by the 
Tabreez and Trebisonde route. Tho reader will find tho author of this pleasant 
volume an agreeable companioa He is a good observer, and describes well what 
he sees." — Atherusum. 

" A truly magnificent work, adorned with gorgeously-coloured illustrations. We 
are lured over its pages with a pleasant fascination, and derive no little information 
from so agreeable a cicerone as Mr. Ussher."— i9vn. 
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COURT AND SOCIETY FROM ELIZABETH 

TO ANNE, Edited from the Papers at Eimbolton, by the Dckb 
OF Manchester. Second Edition^ Beviaed, 2 vols. 8yo, with Fine 
Portraits. 308., bound. 

** The Dake of lianchester has done a welcome service to the lover of gossip and 
secret history by publishing these family papers. Persons who like to see greatness 
without the plumes and mail in which history presents it, will accept these volumes 
with hearty thanks to their noble editor. In them will be found something new 
about many men and women in whom the reader can never cease to feel an inte- 
rest — ^mnch about the divorce of Henry the Eighth and Catherine of Arragon — a 
great deal about the love affairs of Queen Elizabeth — something about Bacon, and 
(indirectly) abdut Shakspeare — more about Lord Essex and Lady Bich — ^the very 
strange story of Walter Montagu, poet, profligate, courtier, pervert, secret agent, abbot 
— ^many details of the Civil War and Cromwell's Government, and of the Restoration — 
much that is new about the Bevolution and the Settlement, the exiled Court of Sk 
Germalns, the wars of WiUiam of Orange, the campaigns of Marlborough, the in- 
trigues of Duchess Sarah, and the town life of fine ladies and gentlemen during the 
days of Anne. WiUi all this is mingled a good deal of gossip about the loves of great 
poets, the frailties of great beauties, the rivalries of great wits, the quarrels of great 
peers. " — A thauntm, 

"These volumes are sure to excite curiosity. A great deal of interesting matter is 
here collected, from sources which are not within everybody's reach." — Tisnes. 

" The public are indebted to the noble author for contributing, from the archiTos 
of his ancestral seat, many important documents otherwise inaccessible to the histo- 
rical inquirer, as weU as for the Uvely, picturesque, and piquant sketches of Court and 
Society, whidi render his work powerfuUy attractive to the general reader. The 
work contains varied information relating to secret Court intrigues, numerous nar- 
ratives of an exciting nature, and valuable materials for authentic history. Scarcely 
any personage whose name figured before the world during the long period embraced 
by the volumes is passed over in silence.*' — Mommg Pott. 

THE LIFE OF THE KEV. EDWARD IRVING, 

Minister of the National Scotch Church, London. Illastrated by 
his Journal and Correspondence. By Mrs. Oliphant. Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition^ Revised, in 1 voL, with Portrait, 5b., bound. 

** We who read these memoirs must own to the nobility of Irving's character, the 
grandeur of his aims, and the extent of his powers. His friend Carlyle bears this testi- 
mony to his worth: — 'I call him, on the whole, the best man I have ever, after trial 
enough, found in this world, or hope to find.' A character such as this is deserving of 
study, and his life ought to be written Mrs. Oliphant has undertaken the work and 
has produced a biography of considerable merit The author fully understands her 
hero, and sets forth the incidents of his career with the skill of a praclased hand. The 
book is a good book on a most interesting theme." — Times. 

** Mrs. Oliphant's ' Life of Edward Irving ' supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is 
copious, earnest, and eloquent On everv page there is the impress of a large and 
masterly comprehension, and of a bold, fluent, and poetic skill of portraiture. Irving 
as a man and as a pastor is not only fully sketched, but exhibited with many broad, 
powerful, and life-luie touches, whidi leave a strong impression." — EdMmrgh Renew 

"A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of 
instruction, interest, and consolation." — Satvrday Review. 

THE LIFE OF JOSIAH WEDGWOOD. From 

his Private Correspondence and Family Papers, in the possession 
of Joseph Mater, Esq., F.S.A., Fbanoib Wedgwood, Esq., C. Dab- 
win, Esq., M.A., F.S.A., &c., and other Original Sources. By 
EuzA Meteyard. 2 vols. 8yo, with fine Portraits and other 
Illustrations. (In the Press.) 
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MY LIFE AND EECOLLECTIONS. By the 

Hon. Qrantlbt F. Berkeley. 2 vols. Syo, with Portrait. SOs. 

Among the other distinguished persons mentioned in this work are :— Kings George 
IIL and IV., and William IV.; Queens Charlotte, Caroline, and Victoria; the 
Prince of Wales; the Dukes of Kent, Cumberland, Sussex, Cambridge, d'Aumale, 
Wellington, Norfolk, Bichmond, Beaufort, Bedford, Devonshire, St Albans, 
Manchester, Portland; the Marquises of Anglesea, Buckingham, Downshire, 
Waterford, Tavistock, Londonderry, Clanricarde, Breadalbane, Worcester; 
Lords Mulgrave, Conynham, Olanwllliam, Wynford, Palmerston, Bathurst, 
Oantelupe, Boden, Eldon, Grey, Holland, Coleraine, Bokeby, funster, Chelms- 
ford, Duoie, Alvanley, Chesterfield, Sefton, Derby, Vane, Mexborongh, George 
Bentlnck, Edward Somerset, Fitzclarence, Egremont, Count d'Orsay ; the Bishop 
of Oxford, Cardinal Wiseman ; Sirs Lnmley Skeiflngton, William Wynn, Percy 
Shelley, Godfrey Webster, Samuel Bomilly, Matthew Tiemey, Francis Burdett ; 
Messrs. Fox, Sheridan, Whitbread, Brummell, Byng, Townsend, Bemal, Maglnn, 
Oobden, Bright, 0*Connell, Crockford, &c. ; the Duchesses of Devonshire, Gor- 
don, Butland, Argyle ; Ladies Clermont, Berkeley, Shelley, Guest, Fitzhardinge, 
Bury, Blessington, Craven, Essex, Strangford, Paget; Mesdames Fitzherbert, 
Coutta, Jordan, Billtngton, Mardyn, Shelley, Misses Landon, Eemble, Paton, &c. 

"A book unrivalled in its position in tlie range of modem literature." — Time9. 

" There is a larse fund of amusement In these volumes. The details of the au- 
thor's life are replete with much that is interesting. A book so brimful of anecdote 
cannot but be successful" — Athmssum. 

*^ This work contains a great deal of amusing matter ; and that it will create a 
sensation no one can doubt Mr. Berkeley can write delightfully when he pleases. 
His volumes will, of course, be extensively read, and, as a literary venture, may be 
pronounced a success." — Post. 

" A clever, freespoken man of the world, son of an earl with £70,000 a-year, who 
has lived from boyhood the life of a club-man, sportsman, and man of fashion, has 
thrown his best stories about himself and his friends Into an anecdotic autoblogra- 

?hy. Of course it is eminently readable. Mr. Grantley Berkeley writes easily and well 
'he book is full of pleasant stories, all told as easily and clearly as if they were 
related at a club-window, and all with point of greater or less piquancy." — Spectator. 

HAUNTED LONDON. By Walter Thornbury. 

1 vol. 8yo, with numerouB Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

2is., elegantly bound. 

" Haunted London is a pleasant book."— iltA^nieum. 

"Pleasant reading is Mr. Thombury's *■ Haunted London *— a gossiping, historical, 
antiquarian, topographical volume, amusing both to the Londoner and the country 
cousin." — Star. 

'' Mr. Thornbury points out to us the legendary houses, the great men's birth- 
places and tombs, tne haunts of poets, the scenes of martyrdom, the battle-fields of 
old f actiona The book overflows with aneodotical gossip. Mr. Fairholt's drawings 
add alike to its value and interest" — Nota and Quertet. 

" As pleasant a book as well could be, forming a very handsome volume— a vol- 
ume worthy of being pronounced an acquisition either for the table or the book- 
shelf. A capital title is * Haunted London '—meaning by that not merely localities 
like Cock Lane, but all London. For is it not haunted, this London of ours? Haunted 
happily, by ghosts of memories that will not be laid What footsteps have not 
traversed these causeways, inhabited these dwelling-houses, prayed in these 
churches, wept in these graveyards, laughed in these theatres? And of all these 
Mr. Thornbury dlBCourses — shrewdly, like an observant man of the world ; grace- 
fully, like a skilled man of letters ; lovingly, like a sympathizing fellow-creature ; 
courtier and plajrwright, student and actress, statesman and mountebank, he has 
an eye for them all. Kaimter with him down any street he may seem fain to con- 
duct you through, and before you get to the end of it we wager you Will be wiser 
than at starting— certainly, beyond any doubt of it, you will have been entertained." 
^Sun. 
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A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THIRTEEN 

YEARS' SERVICE AMONGST THE WILD TRIBES OF 

KHONDISTAN, FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF HUMAN 

SACRIFICE. By Major-GeneralJoHN Campbell, C.B. 1 toL 8vo, 

with niustrationB. 

**lIajoF-OeneralCampbeIl*Bbook!s one of thrilling interest, and must be pro- 
nounced the most remarkAble narratlYe of the present seaaon." — Athetueum, 

THE DESTINY OF NATIONS, as indicated 

IN Pbophbot. By the'Rev. John Cxtmuno, D.D. I voL 7s. 6d. 

" Among the subjects expounded by Dr. Cmmning in this interestfng -volmne are 
The Little Horn, or The Papacy; The Waning Crescent, Turkey; The Loet Ten 
Tribes ; and the Fatnre of the Jews and Jodea, Africa, France, Bossia, America, Great 
Britain, Ac." — Obtener. **One of the most able of Dr. Cmuming's works." — Mestatger. 

MEMOIRS OF JANE CAMERON, FEMALE 

CONVICT. By a Prison Matron, Author of "Female Life in 
Prison.'' 2 voK 2l8. 

^ This narrative, as we can well believe, is trnthful in every Important particular — 
a faithful chronicle of a woman's fall and rescue. It is a book that ought to be widely 
read." — Bxaminer. '' There can be no doubt as to the interest of the book, which, 
moreover, is very well written." — Athenxum. 

'* Once or twice a-year one rises frtHn reading a book with a sense of real gratitude 
to the auUior, and this book is one of thesa There are many ways in which it haa 
a rare value. The artistic touches in this book are worthy of De Foe." — Reader. 

TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OFFI- 
CER'S WIFE IN INDIA, CHINA, AND NEW ZEALAND. 
By Mrs. Muteb, Wife of Lieut.-Colonel D. D. Mutbb. 13th (Prince 
Albert's) Light Infantry. 2 vols. 21s. 

"Mrs. Mnter's travels deserve to be recommended, as combining instruction and 
amusement in a more than ordinary degree. The work has the interest of a romance 
added to that of history." — Athenaeum, 

TRAVELS ON HORSEBACK IN MANTCHU 

TART ART: being a Summer's Ride beyond the Great WaU of 
China. By Geoboe FLiofiNa, Military Train. 1 voL royal 8to, 
with Map and 50 Illustrations. 

" Mr. Fleming's narrative is a most charming one. He has an untrodden region to 
tell of, and he photographs it and its people and their ways. Life-like descriptions are 
interspersed with personal anecdotes, local legends, and stories of adventure, some of 
them revealing no common artistic power." — Spectator. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, FROM THE 

ACCESSION OF JAMES I. TO THE DISGRACE OF CHIEF 
JUSTICE COKE. By Samuel Rawson Gabdinbr. 2 vols. 8vo. 

ADVENTURES AND RESEARCHES among the 

ANDAMAN ISLANDERS. By Dr. Mouat, F.R.G.S., &c 1 voL 
demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 

" Dr. Mouat*s book, whilst forming a most important and valuable contribution 
to ethnology, will be read with interest by the general reader." — Athenaeum. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON IH. Cheaper Edition, in 1 voL Gs. 

" A biography of the beautiful and nnhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any w« 
have yet met with."— Z>a«7y Netrs. 



13, Great Mahlborouoh Streft. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WOUKS— Continued. 



REMINISCENCES OF THE OPERA. By Ben- 

JAMiN LuMLET, Twenty Years Director of Her Majesty's Theatre. 
8vo, with Portrait of the Author by Count D'Orsay. 16b. 

** Mr. Lamley'B book, with all its sparkling episodes, Is really a well-digested his- 
tory of an institution of social importance in its time, interspersed with sound 
opinions and shrewd and mature reflections." — Times. 

" As a repertory of anecdote, we have not for a long while met with anjrthing at 
all comparable to these unusually brilliant and most diversified Reminiscences. They 
reveal the Twenty Years' Director of Her Majesty's Theatre to us in the thick and 
throng of all his radiant associations. They take us luringly — as it were, led by the 
button-hole — ^behind the scenes, in every sense of that decoying and profoundly 
attractive phrase. They introduce us to aU the stars — ^now singly, now in very con- 
stellations. They bring us rapidly, delightfully, and exhUaratingly to a knowledge 
so intimate of what has really been doing there in the Realm of Song, not only be- 
hind the scenes and in Uie green-room, but in the reception-apartment of the Director 
himself, that we are au courant with all the whims and oddities of the strange world 
in which he fills so high and responsible a position. Beading Mr. Lumley, we now 
know more than we have ever Imown before of such Queens of the Lyric stage as 
Pasta, Catalini, Mallbran, Grisi, Sontag, and Piccolomini— of such light-footed fairies 
of the ballet as Taglioni, Fanny Ellsler, and Cerlto— of such primi tenor! as Bubini, 
Mario, Qardoni, and Qiuglini — of such baritones as Bonconi and Tamburini — or of 
such bassi profondi as the wondrous Staudigl and the mighty Lablache. Nay, Mr. 
Lumley takes us out of the glare of the footlights, away from the clang of the 
orchestra, into the dream-haunted presence of the great composers of the age, bring- 
ing us face to face, as it were, among others, with Bossinl, Mendelssohn, Meyerbeer, 
Verdi, Balfe, and Donizetti He lets us into the mysteries of his correspondence — 
now with Count Cavour, now with Prince Mettemich — for, in his doings, in his 
movements, in his negotiations, Sovereigns, Prime Ministers, Ambassadors, and 
(Jovemments are, turn by turn, not merely courteously, but directly and profoundly 
Interested ! Altogether, Mr. Lumley's book is an enthralling one. It is written with 
sparkling vivacity, and is delightfully interesting throughout" — Stm. 

" Everyone ought to read Mr. Lumley's "very attractive ' Beminiscences of the 
Opera.' In the fashionable, dramatic, and literary worlds its cordial welcome is 
assured. It is a most entertaining volume. Anecdote succeeds to anecdote in this 
pleasant book with delightful fluency."— Poj^. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. By Victoe Hugo. 

Authorized English Translation. 1 vol. 8vo, 128. 

" M. Victor Hugo has produced a notable and brilliant book about Shakespeare. 
M. Hugo sketches the life of Shakespeare, and makes of it a very effective picture. 
Imagination and pleasant fancy are mingled with the facts. There is high colour- 
ing, but therewith a charm which has not hitherto been found in any portrait of 
Shakespeare painted by a foreign hand. The biographical details are majiipulated 
by a master's hand, and consequently there is an agreeable aJr of novelty even 
about the best known circumstances." — Athenseum. 

LIFE IN JAVA; with SKETCHES of the 

JAVANESE. By William Barrinoton D'Almeida. 2 vols, post 
8vo, with Illustrations. 21s., bound. 

'* * Life in Java ' is both amusing and Instructive. The author saw a good deal of 
the country and people not generally }snoYnL"'—Athentewn. 

*^Mr. D' Almeida's volumes traverse interesting ground. They are filled with good 
and entertatalng matter." — Examiner. 

" A very entertaining work. The author has given most interesting pictures of the 
country and the people. There are not many authentic works on Java, and these 
volumes will rank among the best" — Post. 

A LADY'S VISIT TO MANILLA AND JAPAN. 

By Anna D'A. 1 vol., with Illustrations. 

" This book is written in a lively, agreeable, natural style, and we cordially recom- 
mend it as containing a fund of varied information connected with the Far East, 
not to be found recorded in so agreeable a manner in any other volume with which 
we are acquainted." — Press. 
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THE WANDERER IN WESTERN FRANCE. 

By G. T. LowTH, Esq., Author of " The Wanderer in Arabia." 
lUnstrated by the Hon. Eliot Yorke, M.P. 8vo. 

A WINTER IN UPPER AND LOWER EGYPT. 

By G. A. HosKiNS, Esq., F.R.G.S. 1 vol., with niastrations. 

POINTS OF CONTACT BETWEEN SCIENCE 

AND ABT. By His Eminence Cabdinal WigEKAN. 8vo. 6s. 

GREECE AND THE GREEKS. Being the 

Narrative of a Winter Residence and Sunuuer Travel in Greece 
and its Islands. By Fbedbika. Bremeb. Translated by Mast 
HowiTT. 2 vols. 

MEMOIRS OF CHRISTINA, QUEEN OF 

SWEDEN. By Henkt Woodhkad. 2 vols., with Portrait. 

ENGLISH WOMEN OF LETTERS. By Jui.ia 

Kavanaoh, Author of "Nathalie," "Adele," "Frenchwomen of 
Letters," " Beatrice," &c. 2 vols. 

THE OKAVANGO RIVER: A NARRATIVE 

OF TRAVEL, EXPLORATION, AND ADVENTURE. By 
C. J. ANDER880N, Author of " Lake Ngami." I voL, with Portrait 
and numerous Illustrations. 

TRAVELS IN THE REGIONS OF THE 

AMOOR, AND THE Russian Aoquibitionb on the Confine8 of India 
AND China. By T. W. Atkinson, F.G.S., F.R.G.S., Author of 
" Oriental and Western Siberia." Dedicated, by permission, to 
Her Majesty. Second Edition. Royal 8vo, with Map and 83 
Illustrations, elegantly bound. 

ITALY UNDER VICTOR EMMANUEL. A 

Personal Narrative. By Count Chablbs Abbiyabene. 2 vols. Svo. 

THE LIFE OF J. M. W. TURNER, RJL., from 

Original Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and Fellow 
Academicians. By Waltbb Thobnbuby. 2 vols. Svo, with Por- 
traits and other Illustrations. 

THE CHURCH AND THE CHURCHES; or, 

THE PAPACY AND THE TEMPORAL POWER. By Dr. 
DoLLiNOEB. Translated by W. B. Mac Case. Svo. 

CHEAP EDITION of LES MISfiRABLES. By 

ViCTOB Hugo. The Authorized Copyright English Translation, 
Illustrated by Millais. 6s., bound. 

" We think it will be seen on the whole that thie work has something more than 
the beauties of an exqttisite style or the word-compelling power of a literary Zens 
to recommend it to the tender care of a distant i)osterity; that in dealing with all 
the emotions, passions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanity, 
M. Victor Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall mark of genius and the 
loving patience and conscientious labour of a true artist But the merits of ' Les 
Misi^rables' do not merely consist in the conception of it as a whole, it abounds page 
lifter page with details of unequalled beauty."— Quar^er/y Review. 



Wivititt t^t (gspmal patronage -of ^m Pitjestg. 



Published armualli/f in One Fo/., roycU 8vo, with the Amu beautifully 
engraved, handsomely bound^ with gilt edges, price Sis. Gd 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE THIRT7.F0UBTH EDITION TOA 1865 IS NOW BEAD7. 



LoDOB^B Pesraob AND Babonetaob is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and anthentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories^ honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the NobiUty. It is the only work of its class in which, the 
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangen^ent, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 

LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 

The ArchbishopB and Bishops of England, 
Ireland, and the OolonleB. 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Somames assmued by 
members of Noble Famillea 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usaally borne by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, havi 
ing married Comn^oners, retain the title 
of Lady befgre their own Chrlstiiui and 
their Husband's Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honour-i 
able Mrs. J and. In case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Enlght, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trana^ 
lated. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 

Parliamentary Boll of the House of Lorda 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, In their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior tiUes in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom; 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Boyal Family. 

Peers of the Blood BoyaL 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Extinct Peers as have left 
Widows or Issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the 
Peers. 



"Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, 1| 

is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 

the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject" — Spectator, 

'* A work which corrects all errors of formerworka It is a most useful publication." — Timejt. 

'*A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
cracy of the day."— Po«<. 

** The best existhig, and, we believe, the best possible peerage. It is the standanl 
aathority on the subject." — IJertdiL 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 
LISABEE'S LOVE STORY. By the author of 

" John and I," " Dr. Jacob," Ac. 3 vols. 

CARRY'S CONFESSION. By the author of " High 

Church," " No Church," " Owen," " Mattie," &c. 3 vols. 

** There is a great deal of Bterling merit in this anthor's writings. The present 
interesting story tells an intricate history simply and welL The dnmuUis penonce 
are well drawn, and show a thorongh knowledge of hunan life. * Carry's Confes- 
sion ' is certainly a superior work, and one which will add to the good opinion 
generally held of its author." — Obteroer. ' 

CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE. By the Author of 

"John Halifax, Gentleman." 1 vol., 108.*6d. 

" A more charming story, to our taste, has rarely been written. Within the 
compass of a single volume the writer has hit off a circle of varied characters all 
true to nature — some true to the highest nature — and she has entangled them in a 
story which keeps us in suspense tUl its knot is happily and gracefully resolved ; 
while, at the same time, a pathetic interest is sustained by an art of which it would 
be difficult to analyse the secret It is a choice gift to be able thus to render 
human nature so truly, to penetrate its depths with such a searching sagacity, and 
to illuminate them with a radiance so eminently the writer's own. Even if tried 
by the standard of the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would 
pronounce 'Christian's Mistake ' a novel without a fault" — Tmes. 

BEATRICE. By Julia Kavanagh, Author of 

" Nathalie," " Adele *" &c. 3 vols. 

"Miss Kavanagh is a writer of considerable and uncommon ability. Her novels 
never fail to interest They are thoughtful books, and bespeak a highly-toned and 
cultivated mind. ' Beatrice ' is a very interesting story, admirably constructed. It 
is calculated to increase Miss Kavanagh's reputation as a novelist It is very 
much superior in power and in skilful construction to any of the author's former 
works; and the interest created by Beatrice Gordon is vivid and unflagging. 
Beatrice is the finest female character Miss Kavanagh has yet drawn." — Post. 

SHATTERED IDOLS. Second Edition. 3 vols. 

" A remarkable and original novel" — Athenaeum. 

"A remarkably clever, original, and interesting novel. The plot is very striking 
and ingenioua It is pleasantly relieved by some capital sketches of society and in- 
dividuals, manifestly done from and to the life." — Post. 

" This work proceeds, we believe, from the pen of an accomplished lady of title. 
It is one of the most exciting and attractive stories that have lately appeared, and 
will be perused by every novel reader." — U. 8. Mag. 

BLOUNT TEMPEST. By theEev. J. CM. Bellew. 

Third Edition^ Revised. 3 vols. 

" This book is well written. The story is -interesting and full of incident The 
accounts of the various old families and family places are extremely well don& 
The picture of life at Hampton Court is voiy good, and there is an amusing account 
of a commemoration day at Oxford.." — Athenssum, 

"A remarkably clever novel; thoroughly original, and independent of any fashion, 
school, or class. The reader will acknowledge that no nobler lesson was ever tanght 
from pulpit or altar step than the author teaches in this beautiful story. There 
is much dignity and purity in the sketches of female character. The heroine, Mabel 
Massey, is a charming creature." — Post. 

MR. STEWART'S INTENTIONS. By the Author 

of " Grandmother's Money," &c. 3 vols. 

" This novel is superior to all the author's previous stories, and is so entertaining 
and artistic a work that we are able to congratulate him upon its goodness almost 
without a single important reserve. The volumes abound in vigorous and sugi^estive 
writing, and with passages that stir the deeper affectiona" — Athenteutn. 

THE QUEEN OF THE COUNTY. By the 

Author of " Margaret and her Bridesmaids." 3 vols. 
" A novel of the first class. It is a stoiy of exciting interest"— /»ojrt. 
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